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Summary: Earth has fallen, but the known Halos and the Ark were 
indeed destroyed. The Covenant never changed their military 
leadership and it endured the hardships of the war's final tensions 
amongst the many races of the union. However, the UNSC did not go 
quietly in the night. They left a legacy: Operation Seeds of Earth. 
Their mission: leave Earth, and rebuild. But sadly, fate 
disagreed . 


1 . Prologue 

**Last Son of Earth ** 

**By NewWorldFict ion ** 

**A Halo and Star Wars crossover ** 

**Prologue** 

A long time ago in a galaxy far far away. . . 

The Halos were indeed destroyed, along with the arc. However there 
was no Great Schism. There was no break in the alien union. The 
Covenant's mighty Elites remained at the top of their military 
monarchy and continued the 30 year genocide against 
Humanity . 

Shortly after the battle of the Arc, where UNSC forces were destroyed 
after the activation of Halo 00, denying the Covenant of their Holy 
Sanctuary; Earth did fall. But not before the UNSC executed their 
final dying act: Operation Seeds of Earth; A desperate but logical 
decision. And so, three ship of line colony vessels were deployed to 
the far fringes of the Galaxy. However, the Covenant gave chase and 
two of the vessels were destroyed before the _Reborn Hope _would 
escape Earth. But, Humanity would escape and they would hopefully 
live on... elsewhere. 



Two decades later off in the opposite sector of the Galaxy, 
unexplored by both the Covenant and the UNSC, however known by a 
majority of the Galaxy as the Outer Rim, the epic next chapter of 
Humanity's Fire begins... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Based on the multiple HaloStar wars crossovers I've read, 
nearly all of then follow a similar plot and it becomes a race of the 
better writer or slight differences in areas and characters . This is 
why I want to point out to all of you right now that this is a 
DIFFERENT story. ** 

**My Eanfiction is very unique, following the life of a OC that will 
live and reshape Star wars Canon. He will become a major factor that 
will influence the Naboo invasion all the way to the Clone wars, and 
finally to the Republic-Covenant-Vong war.** 

**This story will be about life, love, hardship and finding ones 
path. Eorgotten and alone my readers will witness the life of one man 
who will shape everything.** 

**Chapters 1 through 5 are completed each ranging to 15 pages. I will 
post chapter 1 a day after the my posting of the Prologue and after 
that, I will post in weekly intervals. Hopefully Winter break will 
give me the time to write the next several.** 

**Now that my explanation is done, read, criticize, review, favorite 
and follow. ** 

**This is NewWorldEict ion, logging off for now. ** 


2 . Part I : Chapter I 
**Part I** 

**Chapter I** 

**"Die? Didn't you know? Spartans never die." ** 

* *-Lieutenant Commander Kurt-051, To a Elite before activating a 
Shiva Nuke** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector** 

In the dark cold inky vacuum of space, resides nothing but a lone 
white dwarf and it's single unnamed orbiting celestial body. The 
darkness is tranquil and undisturbed unlike the many solar systems 
plagued by banditry and thievery. But indeed one object ruins the 
image of the great frontier of space: a trio of ring like starships, 
a bulb of metal mass in each of their middles as they drift through 
the silent system. 


Eor them, this is a secret hyperspace checkpoint for Trade Eederation 
officials. One of the many that the Trade Eederation greedily keeps 



locked up to continue their iron grasp on the Galactic trade network. 
But this day, it was the passing of a secret weapon that would be 
released in a few years time: the Sith Dark lord's apprentice Darth 
Maul; however, not yet has he reached the peak to face a Jedi Master, 
but he is indeed on his way there. 

Deep within the bowls of the Trade Federation Flagship, Darth Maul, 
sits cross legged with his eyes shut. The dark. Force sensitive 
Zabrak reaches outward with his mind, grasping and probing with the 
force. A simple exercise for even younglings, but something's wrong. 
Something's Not right. Reaching farther the force gives him the 
answer. A rip in space soon to be, just off the port side of one of 
the escort Trade Federation vessels. 

His eyes snap open and he springs forward to one of the communicat ion 
panels at the side of his steel meditation cell. But it's too 
late . 

Viewing from the small slit of a window, he sees it. Something he had 
never seen before. Right there, in the cold darkness of silent deadly 
space, a violet blue hole rips open in a beautiful array of light. It 
continues to open in till it has reached the size of several 
kilometers. A perfect circle. 

In awe, much like the crew above and on the ship right off of the 
phenomenon, no one could predict what happened next. From the rip in 
space, a large ship, boxy in structure, it's hull a grey ordinary 
metal, and with Bold Lettering alongside it that Darth Maul did not 
recognize, erupted out. 

But it was straight on a collision course with the port side escort 
ship. However, the unknown vessel responded with a faster and much 
more precession then any organic being could muster. Pulling up with 
every possible power within its thrusters and engines, the starship 
raced upward and out of danger of collision by mere inches. 

A sigh of relief by his ship's crew but a interested studying stare 
by the Sith Apprentice. 

A Unknown FTL. A possible first contact with a unrecorded space 
faring civilization, and a possible force sensitive pilot. After all, 
who else could perform with such reflexes without sensing 
beforehand? 

No further acts could be made however as two similar rips on space 
erupted several hundred kilometers from Darth Maul's small fleet, and 
emerging from them, two sleek, majestic, violet ships. If Darth Maul 
had his mind set on other things instead of killing, he would have 
admired the beautiful ship design. But he immediately went to 
analyzing every detail of the newcomers. There were few details other 
then thier smooth hull that Darth Maul could identify. But Darth Maul 
knew there was more to the ship then it's pretty design, as he knew 
first hand that looks could be deceiving. 

Darth Maul then reached out with the force and touched the minds of 
the aliens. Their mission was something that threatened his future 
operations: destroy all humans. Destroy the last ship. Destroy the 
Heretics . 


Afterward he reached out with the force to the minds of the the first 



contact. Humans most definitely but most weren't even awake. Strange. 
However when he touched the surfaces of their minds, he took a step 
back, as their emotions were frantic and mixed. But he found the few 
most common: Fear, Death, and Pain. Then he saw what they saw: Entire 
worlds burned, billions dead, and a losing war. 

Millions of questions swirled through his mind but as a Sith he was 
accustomed to making the better decision quickly. 

So the the Dark Apprentice opened the communicat ion panels and 
contacted the captain. 

"The farther range ships are hostile. Protect the first contact at 
any means. Fire at Will." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME 
><strong> 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector** 

**UNSC Phoenix-Class _Reborn Hope_** 

It has been 20 years since the UNSC Phoenix-class Reborn Hope left 
Earth. A seed of Earth. It's mission: to escape to the far reaches of 
the Galaxy, to shake off any Covenant followers by any means 
necessary, and to rebuild Humanity. Which the crew, or to be more 
exact, the AI piloting it had done. Well almost. The Covenant were 
persistent and would never allow any humans escape their 'Holy Fire.' 
As a result, for the past two decades the Reborn Hope has been 
tracked down. Originally it had been around 50 Covenant CCS 
Battleships that had been following them, but being on the run 
instead of directly attacking; the colony ship had managed to whittle 
down their numbers over the years. 

Now, it seemed running was no longer a option as the Shaw-fu j ikawa 
Slipspace drive had malfunctioned, resulting in the UNSC vessel to be 
torn out of Slipspace... To come face to face with a alien ship. And 
they were on a straight collision course with the unidentified alien 
vessel. It was the AI ' s reaction time that saved the remaining humans 
from a fiery death. 

Once out of the immediate danger zone. The AI quickly sent a 
communicat ion to the new alien vessel while simultaneously waking the 
marines and colonist from Cryo-sleep. There were two more Covenant 
vessels left, and not even a new alien race will stop them from 
destroying the Reborn Hope and everyone on it. 

It would take a decent 5-10 minutes before anyone would wake up from 
their individual cryo pods, but that's all The Smart AI needed before 
the Covenant could get their hands on the _Reborn Hope_. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME 
><strong> 


**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector** 



**Trade Federation Ship Lucrehulk-Class Droid Control Ship _The 
Unf orgotten_, aboard the bridge.** 

The transmission that the Neimoidian Captain received both horrified 
and awed Garison Dorn. It wasn't a transmission for introductions, 
but for help. It was quick and fast but it told him all he needed. 

The newer violet ships had burned hundreds of this species worlds and 
waged genocide for 3 decades. Now Garison Dorn would've preferred to 
stay out of any such conflict, but you can't really deny a Sith 
Lord . 

"Captain, what are your orders?" The weapons officer asked bringing 
the captain out of his string of thoughts. 

"Target the Unknown two ships. Move the port side escort to cover the 
first contact . Lord Maul wants us to protect the first contact at any 
means . " 

"Sir, yer sir. Charging turbo lasers..." 

"Sir!" The communicat ions officer yelled, "Enemy fleet had detected 
out energy levels! They're energy levels are rising!" 

"Prepare shields for-" Garison Dorn began before he was cut 
of f . 

"Enemy energy spike! They're firing!" The communicat ions officer 
screamed . 

Erom the view screen the crew could see the two Violet ships, their 
hulls glowing with plasma before discharging in several blasts of 
high concentrated plasma. 

The streaks of energy effortlessly crossed the several hundred of 
kilometers of space between the two fleets and crashed into the port 
side federation ship that had moved in to cover the first Contact 
Vessel. The Plasma quickly made due of the ship's shields and then 
ate away it's hull. By the time the Plasma dispersed, the federation 
ship was nothing more then a metal graveyard, still glowing from his 
overheated metal innards. 

"Eire! Eire everything!" The Captain panicked. Lucrehulk-class Droid 
Control Ships were built with game changing shields. Yet the alien 
vessel destroyed the hulking ship with ease. 

"firing ! " 

The two remaining Lucrehulk-class Droid Control Ships shuddered as 
the the Turbo Lasers released their deadly barrage of lasers. The red 
lasers crossed the vacuum with the same ease as the alien vessel's, 
however the alien vessels were much more maneuverable then the 
federation Starships and dived 'down' narrowly missing the 
federation's barrage. The sleek alien vessels then sped to the 
federation fleet closing the distance into what navy officers call 
'melee combat.' from the bowls of the alien vessels, several smaller 
craft similar in design to their parent craft exited their mothership 
and set a course for the first contact ship, which had began to 
maneuver behind the federation's lines. 

"Launch all fighters! Intercept those smaller craft!" The captain 



commanded . 


"All craft are mobilizing!" The communicat ions officer replied, his 
hands furiously typing at his control panel. 

"Recharge all Turbo Batteries! Activate close range weaponry!" 

"Sir, yes sir!" The weapons officer responded. 

"Hold position! Keep the first contact covered! We cannot fail Lord 
Darth Maul ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Darth Maul calmly walked down the halls of the Federation vessel 
ignoring the shudders of the close range weaponry releasing their 
deadly packages. Taking long strides, he made his way Into the 
Hanger . <p> 

The place was a whirlwind of confusion as several hundreds of 
fighters attempted to lift off and take off at the same time. 

However, the dark lord paid no attention to that and made his way to 
his fighter, strapped himself in, and alerted the Hanger of his take 
off. His words created a immediate gap in the mess of ships. 

Now, Darth Maul never liked space combat, but he had to get to the 
ship the Federation were covering before the aliens got to it. After 
all, they're will be most likely no one there if he gets to the ship 
late . 

Reaching around his cockpit and turning on the numerous systems, the 
Dark Lord flew out of the hanger and into the fray that had begun 
outside of the mothership. Setting his destination for the steel ship 
he intended to board, he let the force guide him through the cloud of 
lasers and plasma. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME 
><strong> 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector** 

**UNSC Phoenix-Class _Reborn Hope_** 

The marines left their pods groggy and sick from the long Cryo-sleep, 
but the shudders that rippled throughout the deck threw them into 
action. Sprinting to their individual lockers, they threw on their 
armor in record time. One of these soldiers was 18 year old Private 
Joshua Hankins. He had enlisted in the Marine Corps shortly before 
the Battle of Reach and fought, despite having little training, on 
the planet and Earth. 

When Earth's forces began to lose ground, several number of 
individual marines with healthy genetics were assigned to the Seeds 
of Earths Initiative in the later days of the siege of Earth. Private 
Joshua Hankins was one of them. 

He was actually very lucky. Had the Seeds of Earth Initiative been 
launched earlier, he wouldn't had been aboard the designated marine 



regiment. It was the fact that Initiative was kept in ONI ' s hands, 
while still in preparation, before the first Covenant forces appeared 
at Earth and killed the bulk of possible colonists that secured him a 
slot on the ship. In fact none of these Marines assigned knew that 
such a Initiative existed and that they were possible candidates for 
this regiment before they got the news. 

In both ways the Private felt both honored to participate in 
humanity's last chance of survival, but also ashamed of the fact he 
left Earth behind. Yes, they all knew that they'd lose Earth, and 
knowing that you were one of the few to run from humanity's final 
battle to the death left all the marines feeling like cowards. They 
knew that it was the logical choice, but it seemed unfair that they 
were chosen and not their heroic peers and comrades. That the fact 
that they would not die in the defense of Earth along their brothers 
and sisters in arms hit the marines to the core. 

But self shame wasn't going to get them anywhere. It was what was 
before them that needed to be a accomplished . 

Once he finished his last buckle for his chest plate, he saw the 
Major of the Regiment assigned to the UNSC starship sprint by. 

Major Whitney was a older man who had witnessed the destruction of 
the Outer Colonies and it showed in his white speckled hair and face 
lines. But let's not forget the dozens of scars and burns that 
covered his exposed flesh, but his face took worst it. 

It was said that he had earned his tank of Major after single handily 
rescued a squad of ODSTs deep in Covenant lines on some forgotten 
world. But despite his heroic effort, he did not come out unscathed. 
When he was loading the remaining wounded ODSTs on a Pelican, several 
Elites came upon them, each with several plasma grenades. 

After the battle, he had suffered severe burns and was in fit for 
duty for several months. However his actions were not forgotten and 
the Major of the ODST regiment that he saved demanded a promotion for 
the marine. 

He was experienced and honorable, as well as the first to be clad in 
the Marine Corps's gear and also the first to reach the 
communicat ions panel in their section of the ship. 

"This is Major Whitney! What's the status Washington!" 

On the center computer panel, a hologram of the Ship's combat and 
star navigator AI Washington flashed into existence. The old 
Revolutionary General and President immediately filled in the 
Major . 

"We've made contact with a Unknown alien civilization and out 
Slipspace drive is offline as well as it seems our MAC had lost all 
functions as well. I've sent a message to the alien vessel upon our 
relationship with the Covenant. Shortly after the remaining Covenant 
starships entered the system. The Alien vessels responded by covering 
us and engaging the Covenant. The aliens have taking several losses, 
one being a large capital vessel about two times the size of the 
_Reborn Hope_. The aliens have so far demonstrated advanced laser 
technology and shields and are currently engaged in close combat a 
few kilometers from us." 



"Are They friendly?" The Major questioned. 


"So far, I don't know. I was waiting for you to transmit 
introductions. However, as far as I know, they may be engaging the 
more threatening forces before engaging us." 

"Damn. We just may have walked ourselves into a life debt. Washington 
what's the Covenant's current actions?" 

"I have detected multiple boarding vessels en route. The Covenant 
vessels are currently engaged with the Alien's starships, and there 
is one large dogfight right within our vicinity. There's thousands of 
fighters around us, and we currently have the Helix system online and 
engaging Covenant fighters." 

"Well that's it. Is the Captain awake?" 

"Yes, Captain Lasky is awake. He's already at the 
Bridge . " 

"Alright." Major Whitney turned and faced two older Marines," 

Hankins, Waters, your with me. Captain Black, you take 1st Company, 
Captain Yang, you take 2nd Company. Black, you have decks 1-5, Yang, 
take 6-9 . " 

"Sir, yes sir!" The two Captains saluted. 

"Alright let's move it." Major Whitney said as he took off down the 
hallway, along with Private Hankins and Waters. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Captain Lasky overlooked the battle from the helm. The bridge was 
in a whirlwind of conversation as officers ran from station to 
station to keep the Helix online and accurate. They should be dead, 
but for whatever reason, the aliens came to the aid of the UNSC. 
Something Captain Lasky didn't understand . <p> 

"Sir! Covenant boarding parties 12 kilometers out!" One of the 
officers yelled over the fray. 

"Marines are out of Cryo and are moving to secure the decks ! " 

"Alien starships have transmitted a message! Unloading package! 
Running translation scripts!" 

"Sir the the aliens are losing fighters! They won't hold out for 
long ! " 

"Our longswords are launching! Transmission has been sent to the 
alien starships!" 

"Sir!" Captain Lasky turned around to meet face to far with the Major 
of the Regiment aboard the ship. "I have my Marines moving into their 
positions ! " 

"Good. It won't be long in till Covenant boarding parties will be 
within our walls." 



"What are we doing sir?" Major Whitney asked. The two marines beside 
him fidgeted with their Assault rifles. 

"I have the engineers working on the Slipspace drive, our main 
thrusters have been hit by Covenant fighters and are operating at 
33%. All we can do is pray Major." 

"It's like Earth all over again isn't Captain?" 

"Yes, all we can do is hope." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector** 

Darth Maul frantically pulled the joy stick and narrowly dodged the 
streaks of plasma that flew under his fighter craft. These aliens 
were very persistent, and were doing their very best to keep 
Eederation forces from the first contact vessel. Over his com, much 
to his displeasure, he could here the various droids and crew 
screaming and yelling. 

Imbeciles . 

They were all failures, as the battle had revealed. They were the 
first to lose a starship and the first to miss a barrage. 

I'll have to speak to my Master about this... 

Sensing the danger behind him, he barrel rolled and performed a 
series of complicated maneuvers as four sleek alien craft released 
streak after streak of plasma his way. Diving 'down' he flew right by 
another alien craft and through a fiery ball of a Eederation fighter. 
Using the cover of the explosion he pulled his engine in reverse and 
twirled his craft straight at the four following fighters and sped 
forward, his blasters releasing deadly rays. 

One of the alien craft were unlucky and took the majority of his 
laser fire resulting a exploding fiery death. 

Soaring through the surviving group of alien craft he pulled up and 
around, pulling onto the tail on one on them, his blasters spewing 
energy of death. The craft didn't survive. 

But while he took care of that craft, the other two had took his tail 
and now were letting go their energy reserves on him. 

The Dark Sith performed another series maneuverers tying to escape 
the deadly plasma. 

A few moments later, ahead of him, the Sith Apprentice could see his 
target. The fist contact ship was suspended in space, demonstrating a 
spectacular fire show of primitive weaponry which strangely was quite 
effective. Every time the streams of bullets hit a target, the pilot 
quickly lost his life. 


Sensing for a way in, he spotted a small hanger door still open from 
the fighters that had spewed out. But there was one problem: the 



hanger doors were closing. The force could do much, bit with a reach 
with the mind, he knew that amount of pressure on those doors would 
overcome his power. So he pushed the throttle forward, used the force 
to speed him up and prayed. 

Within moments he was fast approaching the hanger doors and they were 
still closing. As well as the fighters were still on his tale. 

Darth Maul knew that he was most likely not going to make it so he 
urged the very last ounces of energy out of his craft and called upon 
the force like never before. 

The next thing he knew his fighter skimmed through the hanger doors, 
the wings of his craft were smashed inward while the two remaining 
exotic alien vessels behind him collided with the now closed 
doors . 

In a fury of sparks and flames his fighter eventually came to a 
stop . 

For a moment he sat in his craft to catch his breath and waited in 
till the hanger repressurised before leaping out. 

The Hanger was empty of life but filled with equipment... Both ships 
similar in design of the vessel he was currently aboard and the 
aliens he was fighting just earlier. 

Quickly the Dark Force sensitive extended his power and felt for 
where the battles were. 

Door to the right, down the hallway, left at the second door. 

He then took off down the door and into the hallway ready to join the 
fight . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Joshua Hankins unleashed a full magazine at two Elites who rushed 
the Marine's defensive line, his MA5C assault rifle doing little to 
the Hulking aliens' shields. Quickly reaching down, he chucked one of 
the two M9 grenades he had into the now torn apart mess of humans 
ahead of him. It quickly exploded, weakening the Elites' 
shields . <p> 

But it wasn't enough as the two closes marines to the rushing aliens 
received fatal strikes by the aliens' energy swords. 

"Sir!" Major Black screamed out to the Major behind Joshua, "Captain 
Yang just lost his ground on the other Hangers! We need to fall back 
and reinforce our defenses or we will be hit by our 
flanks ! " 

"Marines! Eall back to hallway 4C!" Major Whitney screamed as he 
dropped a entire magazine into the Elites' lines before he sprinted 
down the hallway and down one of the numerous doors, several Marines 
and Captain Black on his tail spewing fire in their wake. 

Joshua attempted to follow suit but he had to reload first to provide 
himself covering fire. Dropped his empty magazine, he fed the rifle 
another magazine and cocked the bolt. Bringing the rifle's butt back 



to his shoulder, he fired into one of the Elites who had just speared 
one of his fellow retreating Marines with it's Energy Sword. Erom the 
corner of his eyes he saw two more Elites sprint around the corner 
and leap on the three Marines next to him. 

A second later his MA5C clicked empty. Growling in frustration, he 
Pulled out his MG6 sidearm and unleashed its six 12.7 x 40mm full 
metal jacket bullets into the Elites, effectively taking one of their 
shields down and killing it. However the other survived and the two 
initial Elites jumped towards Joshua. 

Eyes widening, Joshua quickly realized that this was were he was 
going to die. He was going to die a runner and a failure. 

No, not like this. 

Pulling out his remaining M9 grenade, he pulled the pin, held it 
close and dived toward the three Elites. But something happened. The 
grenade was ripped out of his hands by a unseen force and pulled 
behind the Elites, exploding behind them. Twirling around, the three 
massive genocidal aliens came face to face to a humanoid alien with 
several horns with red and orange skin... It was also holding a 
Satanic red energy sword. But unlike the Covenant's Energy Swords, 
this was much more like a sword which would be in the older days of 
Humanity's warfare. The Elites growled in their tongue, and pulled 
their Energy Swords up to a defensive position. Even they were 
spooked by this alien. It had come from nowhere, with no 
reinforcements and had somehow pulled Joshua's grenade out of his 
hands with a unseen power. 

Moving forward the Elites attempted to close the distance between 
them and the alien, but the alien was lightning fast. He crossed the 
distance with unrealistic speed and brought his blade down upon the 
idle Elite. 

The Elite didn't have a chance as the blade cut right through it's 
left shoulder, slicing through his body and out of his 
thigh . 

Leaping backward, the red skinned alien gave a toothy smirk as his 
victim crumbled. 

The remaining Elites looked up with shock, but then rage. One of them 
rushed forward to avenge his follow brother in arms while the other 
struggled to stop him. But the Elite was filled with anger and his 
decisions were clouded. 

After all this was meant to be their victory. To bring the end to the 
Heretics and now this alien and it's people had gotten in the 
way . 

Rushing forward the Elite barely had time to deflect the red blade 
coming by his side. Narrowly blocking it, he stepped forward, closing 
the distance between each other and drove his blade forward. But the 
horned alien was quick, and swiped his sword away. Then shocking both 
Joshua and the Elites, he drove his hand outward, resulting a unseen 
force pushed the Elite into a corridor wall. 

The Elite thrown in the wall would never leave his stupor as alien 
crossed the distance In between them and speared the red blade 



through the Elite's chest. 


Turning around he gave once again a cocky smirk at the remaining 
Elite. But the Elite overcame his shock and awe, quickly turning into 
a face of calm calculating determination. 

This time however, the alien seemed to openly accept this fight with 
respect, allowing the Elite to bring himself at a ready. 

The next thing Joshua knew, the two were upon each other and bringing 
their weapons up for downward strikes. Then their blades clashed. The 
startling white against the satanic red left flashes of spectacular 
light in the hallway. 

The two exchanged strike after strike for the next few moments, 
leaving the reddish alien a seemly impressed facial 
expression . 

Their fight continued into the next minute but everyone knew who was 
the better fighter. The Elite was in the losing side and he felt it 
in his arms. The alien was fast. Too fast. It was tiring. 

Deciding that he'd make a final effort, he roared a battle cry and 
with all his might rushed forward. 

But the Elite, despite his pressing effort, was never in the aliens 
league and was sidestepped and stabbed through his chest. Stumbling 
back, the Elite clutched his dying heart before he collapsed in a 
heap, dead. 

The alien looked over the dead corpse with a impressed facial 
expression, like a warrior looking down to a fallen enemy who was 
worthy in skill and had been more trained, could had surpassed 
himself . 

Switching something at the grip of his red energy blade, the energy 
sword deactivated. Then the alien looked up to Joshua. Realizing that 
these were most likely the UNSC sudden allies, he saluted, hoping 
that the alien would realize the act of respect. But despite the fact 
that alien was entirely new to the UNSC, it looked at him with 
recognition. As if it had met a human before. 

Continuing to salute, he hoped that the alien would realize what it 
meant . 

A few awkward seconds later the alien waves it's hand in a dismissive 
manner, and walked by the Marine, following the route that the Major 
had took. 

Standing their somewhat relieved but also freaked out, he followed 
suit. This alien was way too calm. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Joshua walked through the maze of hallways, leading the alien to 
the UNSC forces. Several times each had tried to make somewhat 
contact, both making gestures and trying to understand each other's 
verbal speech. But neither were even close to understand each other 
then gestures such as points, waves, and stops. <p> 



However no matter what Joshua did, every time he looked into the 
aliens eyes, he felt a chill go down his spine and the hairs on the 
back of his neck stand. The alien's eyes were cold and 
emotionless . 

I wonder what the rest of his race is like... 

His train of thought was cut off my the sound of gunfire several 
halls down. Bringing his MASC's butt to his shoulder, he sprinted to 
the fray. The alien alongside him. 

Another thought came. 

We've been fighting aliens aliens for decades... This is... 
Rejuvenating . 

Turning the corner of a scorched hallway with several dead Marines, 
Elites, Jackals, and grunts, and. . . he came face to face with one 
large Brute. 

"Well shit." The Marine grumbled as he leap to the side along with 
the new found alien seconds before the Gravity Hammer smashed into 
the metal panel floor. Sparks flew and empty shell casing were thrown 
into the air. 

Landing on his back, Joshua let out a vicious war cry and pulled the 
trigger. Thirty full metal jacket metals were propelled into the 
Brute. However it did very little to the Brute other then enraging it 
further . 

Lifting it's Gravity Hammer, the Brute prepared to bring it down. But 
the Brute didn't get further as a sinister red blade protruded from 
its humongous chest. 

A gurgle left the Brute as the blade was withdrawn, and the once 
formidable alien crumbled to the ground. 

The UNSC's new Alien ally gave him a look that was very familiar to 
the disappointment of a Drill Instructor when a fresh recruit came in 
with no knowledge of firearms. 

However the Alien pulled its gaze from the fallen Marine and looked 
forward to the decent size force of Covenant troops before them. Most 
which had already brought their weapons up. 

In a split second waves of plasma flew towards the red blade wielding 
alien. Joshua immediately though that alien was going to be fried and 
that he'd be next . 

He was proven wrong as the alien demonstrated quick maneuvers, 
dodging the first few blasts of incoming and plasma. Then the alien 
brought his blade up to one of the streaks of Plasma that was about 
to reach his chest. The Alien, the Covenant, and Joshua were shocked. 
All for different reasons of course. The Alien was shocked to find 
that instead of the ray of plasma bouncing form his blade, it was 
dispersed. The Covenant took a step back realizing that there 
weaponry would be useless. And Joshua found himself with his jaw 
dropped at the fact the Alien blocked the deadly plasma. 


However the Alien came over its shock first and leapt toward the 



group of followers of a radical religion. 

**End of Chapter 1** 

**So, tell me, was it good or was it bad? Tell me in the Reviews or 
PM me. Also Favorites and Follows go well on my writing 
moral . * * 

**Until next time, this is NewWorldFict ion signing off...** 


3. Part I: Chapter II 
**Part I** 

**Chapter ii** 

**_"Wake me when_ _you need me."_** 

**-The Master Chief, to Cortana aboard the Forward Unto Dawn (Halo 
3) ** 

**40BBY/2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector, Aboard the _Reborn Hope_** 

Captain Lasky looked over the battle map with the face of a 
determined leader. But the outside mask failed to cover what he 
really was feeling. They were losing, even with the help of their new 
alien allies. 

Of course they didn't have the sufficient knowledge of each other to 
work out strategy but each force knew what they had to do at least. 
The aliens were fending off the two Covenant Warships while the UNSC 
focused on the several groups of boarding Covenant troopers. 

Thomas Lasky sighed as he looked away from the map. The whole bridge 
was in a state of disarray, each and every officer trying their best 
at fending off humanity's genocidal enemies. 

But he knew that if they stayed and fought, they would most certainly 
die. "Sir?" 

Lasky looked over to the AI station panel, where the combat AI, 
Washington was giving him a quizzing look. 

"Sir, I've been tying to gain your attention for the last minute and 
22.35 seconds. Are you fit for duty?" 

None of the officers even acknowledged the comment, most knew that 
the Captain was In the state of mind of which most leaders enter 
before giving a command. Especially in this sort of a 
environment . 

"I'm fine. What's the status of the Slipspace drive and the 
Colonists ? " 

"As you asked, a tenth of the colonists are awake and ready." 

"And the Slipspace drive?" 



"It will be Active in approximately 5 minutes and 27 
seconds . " 

Thomas sighed again, "Get the colonists and as many supplies as you 
can on all the escape frigates that are capable of Slipspace travel. 
Get the engineers to double time on the installation of Cryopods on 
those frigates." 

"Sir, currently we have 87% of the Cryopods installed for the amount 
of people that will being boarded. And sir? How Will you get those 
Frigates out the Hangers, the moment we open the doors the Covenant 
craft will bombard the escape fleet." 

"Leave that to me." 

"Captain Lasky!" Thomas twirled around to a officer at a 
communicat ions panel. 

"What is it officer?" Lasky kept up the calm demeanor that had 
plagued him since waking from Cryo . 

"You... You need to see this." 

Walking over, Lasky peered over the officer's shoulder and onto his 
screen. He received a most unusual sight. 

In one of the Reborn Hope's Several hallways, the proud fearsome 
Elites of the Covenant were getting ripped apart by a unidentified 
alien with a red plasma blade of some sort. 

"Sir?" The officer asked. 

"Must be one of out new allies..." Lasky said before walking 
away . 

Despite the fact that the situation called for several standard UNSC 
regulations, Lasky didn't give it a single thought, all he was 
worried about was getting those Frigates out safely... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Joshua had overcome his Intial shock and was back into the fray, 
a Elite's energy sword In one hand and his trusty MG6 in the 
other . <p> 

Flames spewed from his sidearm as it ripped apart the remaining 
shields that his new alien ally hadn't torn apart yet. His newly 
acquired Energy Sword striking down any Grunt, Jackal, Elite, and any 
other unlucky Covenant alien to approach him. 

Panting and tired at one moment, he found himself back to back with 
his new ally. The horned alien gave a grunt as it pushed out his hand 
and a invisible force threw several plasma grenade wielding suicidal 
grunts back into a group of Elites. Now the Zabrak wouldn't admit out 
loud being the apprentice of Darth Sideious and all, but these sword 
wielding aliens were giving him a hard time. They had the numbers and 
skill, something that most of his enemies didn't have. 


Joshua let out a chuckle as he realized that this was it. More and 



more Covenant troops were pouring into the hallway they were in, and 
any UNSC forces that were here had either been killed or 
retreated . 

Striking down a Grunt that had been shoved out from cover by his 
Elite officers, Joshua pulled out a Plasma grenade that he had picked 
up earlier and threw it into the largest immediate group of aliens he 
could see. 

Soaring through the air it hit his target. 

The plasma grenade exploded outward after sticking on to a Grunt who 
had panicked and stupidly ran toward his fellow commanding 
officers . 

But the several deaths of Elites that the Grunt had caused didn't 
even make a dent in the invasion of Covenant he was facing. 

Joshua was tired, hurt and almost dead. And they kept coming! The 
Covenant troops were like a swarm of locust and Joshua was a marine 
not a damn Spartan! 

But he was indeed lucky as a Spartan. When it turned out that any 
ranged weaponry would be completely ineffective against the satanic 
red plasma sword, the Elites ordered for their soldiers to engage in 
close combat. Which usually were ferocious Elites, rushing Brutes, or 
Grunts gone suicidal instead of barrages of plasma. 

As a result, for the last few minutes he was able to put up quite a 
fight. The adrenaline was pumping through his veins as he avoided 
strike after strike by the Covenant troops and his luck kept him 
alive . 

But that luck seemed to have finally gone out. 

Yelping as the familiar heat of a incoming blast of plasma soared by 
him, he dived, narrowly escaping the several that followed. There was 
little cover now and a squad of Jackals had just entered the 
fight . 

Most of the crates and heaps of scrap metal were blown across the 
plasma streaked hallway. He himself had found himself using a Brutes 
body for cover, like the many Covenant troops that were doing. 

But now he was separated from his new found ally and the Covenant 
were almost upon him. He had to few seconds at the most before the 
Elites closed the distance that was between them. 

Uttering a final prayer, he pulled out the several plasma grenades 
that he acquired from the dead bodies from his encounters along the 
new alien ally and activated them. Letting out a final war-cry he 
threw himself at the rushing Elites. 

His life flashed by his eyes. Earth. His war torn family. His 
depressing childhood wondering if they would win and survive. And 
Ultimately leading to the hundreds of Covenant Warships swarming 
Earth's atmosphere seconds before he and the Reborn Hope 
escaped . 


"Eor Earth!" He screamed as the Elites' Energy Swords were inches 



from killing him. 

And all became a startling flash of light. Then he knew no more. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Darth Maul shuddered as he felt the brave Human take several of 
the aliens with him to the grave. Very few beings he knew of would 
fight to the final breath like that . <p> 

Had he been a force user, he would have been a great loyal Dark 
Acolyte for the Sith Order. 

But that would never happen and so Darth Maul's mind drifted back to 
the battle before him. Bringing down his blade on one of the several 
smaller aliens that were running amongst the hallways like cowards he 
suddenly felt the Force issue him a warning. But no switch of the 
Blade would save him. Only a ship could. So he leapt out the fray and 
took back to his ship. He would need to be in a pressurized 
controlled room in till the danger passed. . . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Activate the Warheads! Fire!" Captain Lasky 
commanded . <p> 

Within seconds of his command the dozens of officers on the bridge 
quickly went to work and uncapped the multiple safeties on the 
nuclear devices. 

A moment later several balls of fire ignited around the UNSC ship, 
slightly out of the range from consuming the human vessel but not far 
enough to cause no damage. 

"Hull durability is at 14 percent!" Screamed a officer. 

"Archer pods lA through-" piped in another officer before he was cut 
of f . 

"Open the Hanger doors! Activate the Slipspace Drive!" Lasky screamed 
as the after BMP blasts shuddered the vessel. It was a good thing 
that the ship was designed to be BMP proof. 

"Sir if we-" one of the officer yelled before being cut off 

"I know, now do it!" Captain Lasky yelled. Lasky, long ago had 
decided that there was no other way. He knew that he had to do this, 
for the better sake of humanity. 

Moments later, a hole in space was torn before the human vessel and 
the hanger doors opened. 

"All frigates launch now!" The escape frigates followed orders as 
they zipped out, very little resistance as many Covenant vessels were 
destroyed by the nuclear fireballs. 

The frigates with no hesitation took off into the cold black of 
Slipspace, but the Reborn Hope Didn't follow as it's thruster were 
neutralized, and instead allowed itself to be dragged into the 
Slipspace hole. Only half of it had been pulled in when the portal 



began to bring itself to a close. 


In the last moments of his life, Lasky looked forward, to the 
screens, and gazed into the swirling blue of Slipspace. 

"Good Luck." He said. 

And the portal closed, snapping the UNSC ship in half, it's rear side 
pushed backward into the fray, and the forward front forever lost in 
the depths of Slipspace. 

•:k ^ ^ 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector, Trade Federation Ship_ Unforgotten_ 
Lucrehulk-Class Droid Control Ship, Aboard the bridge.** 

The crews of the two Trade Federation Vessels looked upon the 
glorious fire show of the nuclear warheads and the final act of the 
Reborn Hope. Their mouths trying to form coherent sentences but could 
not . 

The Nuclear blasts' EMP shock waves had taken out the most of the 
Trade Federations ship's instruments but the Turrets were still 
functional, unlike the Covenant's. 

As a result, the Covenant had finally began to stumble to the 
Federations blasts both by Fighter craft and the devastating power 
that their weaponry held at close range. But the Covenant warships 
were still active but for the moment the crew had their minds set on 
something else. 

"Is he still alive..." Garison Dorn asked, his voice a whisper. 

"I don't know... His beacon is still active." Said a crew 
member . 

"Is he alive! I can't report that the Lord's apprentice is 
dead ! "Garison Dorn screamed with fear. 

"...yes. Yes he is, sensors are displaying normal body 
levels . " 

Garison Dorn slumped in his seat, releasing a audible sigh of 
relief . 

The bridge shuddered as a volley of lasers took down the Covenant 
Warships' shields, signaling the near end of the battle. 

"Enemy shields are offline. Firing." One of the officers said in a 
daze . 

They had just almost lost everything. If Darth Maul had 
died. . . 

"Enemies destroyed." Reported the same officer. 

The cameras switched onto the enemy vessels and the two remaining 
Covenant Warships had finally been torn into burning alloy. Their 



violet hull cursed to drifting in space forever. 

"It's over... Open transmission with Lord Maul..." Garison Dorn 
said . 

"Sir, yes sir ... " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Darth Maul sat his small beaten ship. He barely made it before 
the human vessel was torn apart and all pressure was lost throughout 
the vessel. <p> 

As he sat in his fighter and held on as the First Contact vessel was 
being shaken apart, his mind drifted to what had happened. The crew 
obviously gave their lives for some to escape. But ultimately why 
were these aliens attacking a human vessel. They were most certainly 
not Pirates. And why were these humans so primitive? He entered a 
mediatory state, and attempted his best at finding a answer. 

This was not his forte. He was a warrior not some researcher but he 
couldn't let the chance slip now. If he did, he would come to his 
master empty handed. . . 

Once the shudders began to subside, he felt something. It wasn't a 
answer. It was most certainly not. Someone had survived! Most of the 
several hundred beings that were aboard and asleep were killed or 
dying by the initial wave of radiation that swooped into the gutted 
ship. But someone was healthy! And he had the same very spark of 
someone capable of wielding the force. 

A grin came upon Darth Maul's face and he began searching his small 
fighter for a suit. 

Soon after he received a transmission. It was the fools who couldn't 
secure the human vessel's salvation. 

Activating the communicat ions , he gave the holograms of the crew his 
worse glare. They backpedaled very quickly. 

"You have failed me... But you may be able to redeem 
yourselves ..." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME 
><strong> 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector, ****Aboard the remains of the_ Reborn 
Hope_** 

Two droids and Darth Maul drifted through the silent hallways 
allowing zero gravity to propel them. Their headgear lighting 
everything before them as the droids navigated Darth Maul through the 
maze of scorched hallways. 

Pushing one of the many rifles out of his way, he saw something 
different from the ancient weapons drift by. 


It was the hilt of one the energy weapons that the Sword wielding 



aliens used. Quickly recalling their outstanding battle skills, he 
decided he would keep it. Grasping the Energy Sword hilt, he attached 
it to the side arm slot of his suit and continued following the 
droids . 

Finally the droids have him the signal and he threw himself off the 
wall by him and into a dark room. The droids were now behind him 
working on closing the door while other teams of engineers were 
trying to pressurize his section of the ship. 

Drifting further into the room, the droids managed to get the lights 
on. What was before him was a large Cryo room with several dozens of 
pods rowed up. But he was interested with one certain pod. 

Gliding over to a metal pod, he smeared away the frost that already 
had gathered on the glass frame. 

Within the pod was a small boy at the age of ten standard years. The 
boy's blond hair sticking to his small frame by the series of 
freezing chemicals around him. 

Deep in thought of this accomplishment , he did not notice the warning 
by the force and suddenly Darth Maul was brought to the floor, 
falling un-ceremonially . His gaze drifted upon the droids that had 
gave him no warning. 

"Gravity and pressure online. Atmosphere returning to normal 
levels . " 

Deciding that he'd personally dismantle the droids after the job was 
done, he got back onto his feet and began to remove his 
helmet . 

"What's this pod for?" He demanded. 

"A primitive form of Cryosleep for lesser interstellar species." One 
of the droids replied. 

"And when will he be able to be taken out?" 

"Further Analysis is required before any successful-" the droid was 
cut off by the hologram that appeared on a nearby panel. 

A golden figure of a women wearing a plate of armor and wielding a 
spear appeared and said something in a language that the Zabrak could 
not understand. But the droid had a clue as it gave a answer in a 
similar speech, shocking the women. 

"What did she say? What language is this?" 

"It's a old form used by humans before the formation of the Galactic 
Republic. She asked what were we doing." 

"And what did you answer?" 

"Acquiring the boy for further analysis." 

Darth Maul sighed. "Tell her that my droid is most un intelligent and 
ask her who she is, I though that they're was only one signature of 
life capable of surviving." Darth Maul's droid communicated the 



message and The human hologram replied in its speech. 


"She says that if we have a wireless device capable of transmitting 
data it would be much more efficient giving her our language. Should 
I transmit the language: Galactic Basic?" 

"Of course you fool." 

Darth Maul's patience was waning for these droids. 

Seconds later the hologram women spoke, "Ah much better. I am UNSC 
Artificial Intelligence Athena. Code AI-7388-189A. May I answer your 
questions ? " 

"Yes." Darth Maul Now knew who she was, "What is this UNSC, why do 
you use primitive weaponry, operate Unknown FTL and why do you not 
speak Galactic Basic?" 

"Excuse me?" The AI asked offended. 

Hmm, it has emotions, Darth Maul though. 

"Answer my questions." Darth Maul demanded. 

"Well first, I do not have enough information to give you what you've 
asked other then the most basic questions of the UNSC and secondly I 
don't like your attitude." 

"You will-" 

"I know I will give it to you! But I can't in till I have capable 
information. Have you had any contact with Humans before this 
encounter? You obviously recognize our species? Any Historical 
Information will aid with-" 

"Stop!" Roared Darth Maul. 

"Rude . " 

Darth Maul gripped his lightsaber. He would have destroyed this 
infernal machine by now had it not wield information he needed. 

"All you have to say is please." Athena said. 

The Zabark gave her a glare. Sith don't say please. 

The AI gave a studying glance. "I see we have got off the wrong foot 
here. How about we board your ship as my sensors are reading that 
this area of the vessel will rip apart in a few minutes and I don't 
believe that's long enough for introductions." 

"Fine. How do we remove this... Cryo pod and take you. The ship has 
no functioning communicat ions arrays." 

"There's a hatch on the side of the pod which will dis-attach it with 
the racks. As for moving me, we don't need communicat ion dishes. Come 
over and access my panel. Pull the chip in the lower slot to remove 
me from the ship." 

If Darth Maul had eyebrows he would have raised one. A chip for a 



high powered AI? Most AIs could barely form independent thoughts and 
any AI with high intelligence required large storage. Maybe 
tolerating the AI could prove valuable. 

Walking over he pulled a small crystal chip out, the figure that once 
was on the hologram panel was gone. 

"Dis-attach the pod. Were leaving." He told the droids. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>40BBY2572 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim, Unknown Sector, Trade Federation Ship_ Unforgotten_ 
Lucrehulk-Class Droid Control Ship** 

Darth Maul plugged the chip into a similar port and hoped that the 
chip would be compatible. It was. 

The Hologram table within his own person room flashed alive with the 
AI . 

"Ah, I see we got something to work?" 

Darth Maul growled. 

"A very nice vessel I must say. A command ship for machines. Only if 
the programming was so much better..." 

"How'd you get pass the firewalls!" Darth Maul roared. 

"Please, you call these firewalls? And don't worry, I wouldn't dare 
mess with the ship unless you meant harm to the human within the 
Cryopod . 

Darth Maul grunted, "I want answers. You have access to the ship now. 
There shall be no excuses." 

"Bossy much? Very well. Let's see here... Oh, this is makes much 
sense. There would be no reason why the Forerunners would leave Earth 
with just Human life." 

"What is this gibberish?" 

"Well the story is long but I'll start from the beginning. I am 
Athena, the AI built for keeping the 12,000 colonists in a stable 
Cryo sleep while we escaped the Covenant, the aliens you had just 
fought . " 

Athena continued, "For the last five decades we've fought the 
Covenant, defending our hundreds of colonies only to have each and 
every one slowly be reduced to glass. Shortly after the fall of 
Reach, a world resting upon the doorsteps of our Home world. 
Humanity's true Home world, did we find a Forerunner 
installation. . . " 


As Athena told the story of Halo, the Forerunners, and how UNSC 
forces bravely fought to secure the Ark, but to no avail and 
destroyed it, a young boy was awaking... 



><p>The boy awoke to machines and peculiar humanoid aliens before 
him . <p> 

Scrambling off the medical table he had been left on the boy 
frantically looked for a weapon. Screaming and yelling pursued as the 
human child panicked and began to toss the equipment he was hooked up 
to . 

Within the moments of the fray several droids leaped onto him and 
attempted to hold him down as the aliens backed up yelling. The boy 
struggled under the droids, and finally the built up anger inside of 
him; from all the pain he had experienced, snapped. 

In a bellowing roar he extended his arms and the air seemed to pulse 
outward throwing the droids and aliens in several directions and 
causing multiple medical instruments to spark and blow up. 

Within seconds the boy, despite what just happened, was on his feet 
and attempting to run towards a open door. 

It was the familiar golden light that ended his escape. The AI Athena 
appeared on a nearby functional console. 

"Shepherd, it's okay. They saved us." She yelled. 

"Wh- Ho- what's going..." The boy attempted to get get words out of 
mouth but the affects of waking form Cryo and the force affects he 
had just experienced was too much for him. 

In a rush, the aliens in the room bolted out of the boy's medical 
cell and into the safety of the droids outside of it. 

For the several next minutes, Athena attempted to calm the boy and 
with the multiple aliens gone he would soon get the breathing room he 
needed. Only had he known, that breathing room wouldn't last long. 
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><pXstrong>So that's the end of Chapter two. Tell me, was it good as 
Chapter one? If not tell me. I'd like to know if my writing degraded 
between chapters. Also as I said before, favorites and follows do 
well on my writing moral. Now other then that. Have a merry merry 
Christmas, and a happy New Years to you all.<strong> 


4. Part I: Chapter III 
**Part I** 

**Chapter III** 

_**"A hero need not speak, when he is gone. The world will speak for 
him"**_ 

**-The Master Chief** 


**32BBY/2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 



**Hanger bay. Unknown ship. Unknown Sector** 

Eight years later... 

Shepherd Anderson ducked as the blasts flew over him, the familiar 
hilt of his Energy Sword returning to his grasp after recklessly 
dropping it in order to perform a double handed force sweep. The 
training droids scrambled around him as he began to unleash the full 
extent of his power; droid after droid fell. The jabs, dodges, 
slices, swings, they all seemed to blend together In till Shepherd's 
mind was on auto pilot. No thinking was required, only years of built 
in reaction and instinct. 

Calling upon the force he threw out his hand and released the surging 
energy around him, knocking down several droids. 

Spinning around he caught several bolts of deadly energy, the ruby 
red lasers absorbing into his Energy Sword. 

Leaping to his side he missed the next barrage of lasers that 
scorched where he once stood and ferociously assaulted the remaining 
droids . 

Due to the sheer size of the train droid army, occasionally , a droid 
would get a side glancing hit on him, but the MJOLNIR Mark VII amour 
he wore easily held against the blasts. 

A few minutes later and with a final stroke of his Energy Sword, a 
weapon he had familiarized himself with, all the droids were 
destroyed. Hundreds of Various burning metal bits and scraps were 
scattered around the hanger bay. 

"Well done acolyte." A voice spoke behind him but he knew far well 
who it was . 

"Darth Sidious." Shepherd replied as he turned, swept the blond hair 
out of his face as his Spartan Helmet detached itself and bowed to 
the powerful Sith that had taken him under his wing so many years 
ago . 

"You have improved immensely Darth Spartacus." The dark Sith spoke as 
he surveyed the destruction of the Hanger. Everything was a mess. 
Hundreds of top of the line droids that the Trade Eederation could 
offer were destroyed. 

"Thank you my lord." 

Darth Sidious frowned, "Something troubles you?" 

"I... I have amounted to a strength my people have never witnessed 
before. When will I be able to avenge my people against the 
Covenant?" Shepherd asked, but he hesitated before adding a 
afterthought, "My lord." 

"Spartacus, you have indeed achieved a marvelous power but to face 
your past enemy you need a powerful army, one the Sith does not 
currently have." 


"When will we achieve that my lord?" 



"In time..." Darth Sidious gazed outward to the open space entrance 
of the hanger, "But as for the mean time, I have a mission for 
you . " 

"My lord?" 

"The Trade Federation had been... Neglecting my demands. If such 
things continue my plans will not be completed. The blockade of Naboo 
is a very important key for my plans and your vengeance." 

Shepherd stood up, "It will be done my lord." 

"Good... There is no room for failure. As well, do not contact me 
within these following days prior of the Naboo Invasion. I must be at 
Courasant when it begins so I can complete my part of this." 

"I understand Darth Sidious." 

"Good." And with that last word, the fearsome Sith stalked off to 
somewhere else in the large ship they were in. 

As for Shepherd, he stood there in till the dark Lord had left the 
hanger. "Athena!" 

"Yes?" The AI appeared on a nearby command console, her golden frame 
contrasting with the militaristic grey of the Hanger. 

Shepherd and the AI had been through a lot together since making 
first contact with the Trade Federation and learned many things of 
the Galaxy they had once thought was devoid of any other humans. 
Together they had collectively created several theories based on a 
such possibility by the infamous AI Cortana's and Spartan Master 
Chief's data of the Foreruneers that was left behind for the UNSC 
Survivors as well as designing a new MJOLNIR Mark VII. A more light 
weight and flexible body tight suit as the previous lumbering masses 
of armor were a large handicap on a force user however, it still had 
all the previous generations' features and slightly more. 

"Prepare for download on a chip and plot a course for the mobile 
command Trade Federation fleet on my star fighter." 

"A please could be in question?" 

"Athena ..." 

"I'm waiting . " 

"Fine. Please..." Shepherd sighed. Sith do not say please, and as a 
result Athena would always purposely annoy the young Sith when the 
proper situation arose. 

"Good." Athena smiled, "I suggest we get going before Mister Dark 
Lord gets his panties in a tangle." 

Shepherd shook his head. If not for the usefulness of Athena and the 
fact Athena was unique compared to all the other AI ' s amongst 
Republic space, Darth Sidious and his apprentice would have 
decommissioned her years ago. And by saying decommissioned. Shepherd 
means torn apart by a light saber .. . Several times. 



But no matter the amount of tease he'd get from the AI he could never 
stop loving her. Eight years of one on one against a brave new Galaxy 
does that to people. Even if its a machine and a sentient life 
f orm . 

Walking over to the command console he pulled out a crystal like chip 
from the various pouches on his armor and inserted it in to the 
console port. 

Once the console beeped signaling the the download was finished he 
detached the chip, and returned it to his armor. 

Approaching his star-fighter, a modified E-41 Broadsword which was 
the only thing untouched from his earlier training. He leapt in the 
cockpit and inserted the chip into the fighter's system. "This 
Hyperspace ride is going to be long, are sure you went to the 
bathroom earlier?" 

"I'm quite sure." Shepherd said, a smile starting to form on his 
face . 

"Then let's go!" The AI hit the thrusters and the small fighter 
zipped out of the _Guardsmen_, a "loaned" Trade Eederation ship 
Shepherd had lived, slept, and practiced on for the last eight 
years . 

"Entering Hyperspace in Three. Two. One." Athena counted down as the 
craft navigated a clear distance from the mother vessel. 

"Jumping . " 

The stars seemed to stretch and suddenly they were pulled into the 
world of swirling blue light. 

"I hope you brought chips. This is going to be a long ride." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Rampancy. A stage which all known UNSC AI ' s achieve after several 
years of service. Every AI that doesn't receive proper maintenance 
will eventually be destroyed by Rampancy. However with newer chip 
storage that the Republic technology offers and a better and brand 
new generation of UNSC AI, Athena had persevered through the years 
and will only continue to. Only when she will have no purpose left 
would she decommission her self. And Shepherd was that purpose that 
kept her from self decommission . <p> 

According to Trade Eederation files, as Athena was an AI assigned to 
the Cryo pods and she had no information on the UNSC tactical plans 
during the first contact battle, the UNSC had desperately deployed 
several nuclear warheads and in the process destroyed themselves. 
Despite that it was almost a logical that someone manages to make it 
out of the fray, that the spectacular clouds of flame was a 
distraction of some sort, Athena wasn't willing to bet that anyone 
else survived in till she had solid proof. She could not stretch 
herself thin searching or believing. 

As a result. Shepherd was now her sole purpose. She was meant to 
serve humanity, or more likely, the UNSC version of humanity. As a 
result, Athena would, on many occasions, attempt to lighten the mood 
for the possibly last Earth 



Origin Human. Something that Sidious built off of, calling him the 
last Son of Earth. 

Darth Sidious found it a great name to strike a fear into the 
enemies, as Shepherd's skills and past seemed to give him the aspects 
of a warrior race. In some ways Shepherd was a member of a warrior 
race, but he was also the last, and a honorable title for a Sith. 
However, it was merely a title, not a name. After Sidious read the 
data Athena had given him he had found that the Spartans were a 
fearsome solider, something that he modeled Shepherd's Sith name: 
Darth Spartacus. 

However, Shepherd saw these titles and names differently. One word 
would describe the feeling linked to it: Revenge. 

Every time they were mentioned. Shepherd would feel a deep connection 
with his past, and his anger would grow, leaving only Athena to try 
and calm it down. 

But shepherd knew that evidentially he'd get his revenge. But he had 
been told to wait. And Shepherd didn't exactly like that. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>32BBY2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Trax Sector, Garimth-023 system. Ear orbit of Equilous, Modified 
Broadsword* * 

They entered the system which the Trade Eederation mobile command 
fleet was currently in shortly after Shephard's meditation. Ahead of 
them were several of the famous Lucrehulk-class battleship design 
that could be found almost anywhere in the Galexy, each and everyone 
of them flying the Trade Eederation 's colors. The ship was orbiting a 
large Terran like world, most likely negotiating a new trade 
agreement . 

"Athena contact the Trade Eederation vessel." Shepherd said as he 
began to glide the craft toward the lead vessel. 

"This is craft 117-343, Trade Eederation license 00793739372. Do your 
read? " 

"This is the _Decision_. You are clear to dock at hanger bay 015." 
came a robotic voice. 

"Understood. Out." 

Shepherd nodded as Athena gave him the all clear. Effortlessly he 
flew the craft into its respective docking panel. 

Once landed. Shepherd detached Athena's chip, dawned his Sith cloak 
and leapt out of the cockpit . Everywhere around the hanger were 
droids and Neimoidians, the same people that had saved him years 
ago . 

Eamiliar with the layout of the ship. Shepherd immediately made his 
was to the bridge. 



Already he could feel the feelings of the beings around him shudder 
in fear as he past them. They did not know what was going to happen, 
but they knew it would be bad. 

"Time to bust some heads." Shepherd mumbled to himself as he came 
upon the bridge doors, preparing his facade that would most 
definitely de settle the crew. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Viceroy Gunray was having a great day in till the distinct black 
robed man waltzed in. Quickly the bridge became silent. <p> 

"Good day to you Vice Gunray." The dark figure spoke to him, his face 
covered by the dark hood the man wore. But Gunray new full well who 
he was . 

"L-Lord shepherd! What brings you here today?" 

"You know far well Gunray." 

Nute Gunray gulped. "I can assure you, we were planning to invade 
Naboo shortly after resigning a old contract with the 
Eliquians . " 

"Gunray... You know far well that the invasion was meant to begin 
several days ago." Shepherd said as if he ways scolding a child. 

"My Lord, I-" 

"There are no excuses!" Shepherd suddenly yelled. However, he quickly 
became quiet and calm. Shortly after he made his way up to the front 
observation window. "I don't expect you to know pain Gunray. You 
have, after all, lead a life of luxury. However, I did not. My people 
were murdered Gunray." 

Shepherd turned to face Gunray and lifted his hand, the Neimoidian 
was quickly pulled upward by the force. "I expect progress within a 
day, if not ..." 

Shepherd steadily closed his fist, allowing the force to choke the 
Viceroy. But then, he released his grip and the Neimoidian slumped 
onto the deck floor. "...I will kill you." 

"I-I understand Darth Spartacus . . . " Gunray gasped out. 

"Very good." And with those words Shepherd stalked out of the 
bridge . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I hate these jobs." Shepherd said as he passed a few engineer 
droids. The young Sith did not care really for the politics of the 
Galaxy and the fear he had to instill when Sidious gave him a 
mission. In his eyes, it was merely more time wasted in where he 
could be preparing to fight the Covenant . <p> 

"Ditto." The AI construct replied. 


Looking around Shepherd activated his Forearm Hole Control Pad (FHCP) 



and began to type at furious speeds. Shortly after, the security 
crews would still think that they had operating video and audio 
footage of the various hallways of the ship but in truth it was just 
a replay. "Have you accessed Sidious files yet?" 

"No. Not yet. There's millions upon millions of firewalls on his 
personal files unlike I've ever seen." Responded his AI 
counterpart . 

"God damn him, eight years Athena! Eight years and all he's worked 
for is himself." Despite how loyal it seemed that shepherd was, he 
was it a f ool . 

"We just have to wait Shepherd. Its not like we can just go guns 
blazing in the nearest Covenant sector." 

"I've waited for eight years Athena, and all he's done is place 
earlier warning systems on Covenant borders!" 

A sigh could be heard for the AI, "It's a start." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The rest of the trip back to the fighter was quiet and 
uneventful. Shepherd knew full well that he had to wait but driven by 
hatred and the lust for revenge, he couldn't think straight on such 

topics. When ever something came that was in any way connected him to 

his past, it was just a fight to not spill anger out. As a result, he 

tended to be very irrational and quick to change moods. <p> 

Inserting Athena into the fighters system and putting on his safety 
gear, he activated the fighter. 

"We're going down to the planet. We'll stay for a night and return 
back to the _Decision_, to make sure the deal's been carved in 
stone . " 

"Alright." Athena replied with little enthusiasm. She didn't like to 
admit it, but she to wanted revenge, however she had to be logical 
about things so Shepherd wouldn't run off. She had to keep Shepherd 
as safe as long as she could and in till they gained some sort of 
military force. 

"Can you give me some information on the planet?" 

Athena didn't reply. 

Shepherd grimaced, "...Please?" 

"...The planet is known as Equilous. A world very similar to Reach, 
Earth," Shepherd flinched, "so on. It's home to the race known as the 
Eliquians: A peaceful humanoid race." 

Athena continued as they entered the planet's atmosphere, "The world 
is located in the Garimth-023 system, with 3 lunar 
satellites . " 


Shepherd flew over the cities below him. It was night and the 
billions of lights sprawled across the planet's plains and forests. 
Each light was like a piece of glitter thrown over a dark black 



plain . 


"Athena," Shepherd began. "Can you contact the local security and 
request a docking panel." 

"Yes, I can." 

Shortly later Shepherd was pulling himself out of his cockpit in a 
very crowded downtown docking area. Trash and filth was strewn 
everywhere, along with a large number of the homeless and drug 
abusers . 

"You asked for this slot didn't you?" Shepherd accused Athena. 

"Of course." replied a delighted voice. 

"Have I told you how much I hate you?" 

"All the time." 

Sighing, Shepherd took off to make his time on the World somewhat fun 
and. However the world was mostly a population of non humans, 
resulting that It would be several hours later when Shepherd would 
find a bar that sold foods that was edible for humans. 

Sliding onto a stool he waved up the bartender and asked for a drink 
and a small meat. 

Everywhere around him was activity. Music was blaring, people where 
drinking and dancing. And no one was paying attention to the cloaked 
man... Or so Shepherd thought. 

"Here you go sir." The bartender said as he handed Shepherd a plate 
of steak like meat and a swirling neon blue drink. 

"Thank you." Shepherd replied handing out his hand and giving the 
bartender the credits for the meal. 

"No, thank you." replied a voice behind him. A cold end of a barrel 
found its way at the back of Shepherd's head. 

Slowly turning around Shepherd confronted his robber. He was human 
and was more or less pathetic. Dressed in a plain white suit 
completely drenched with greases gave a great view of the man's 
extraordinary large belly. 

"I must ask," Shepherd said with a deadly edge in his voice, "Why you 
see it's fit to come into this establishment and rob a innocent poor 
civilian? " 

"Poor my ass. I saw you land with your fancy as kriff fighter. Sweet 
ride, and I found it'd be fun if you'd loan me it for some 
time . " 

Shepherd 's face grew into a slight smile but inwardly he was 
cursing. He knew he should've be more careful of his surroundings but 
in his defense, he hadn't been out of the field that much. His 
experience in those types of situations was very small. 

"I'm sorry but that craft isn't for sale right now." 



"And why not?" 


"Because it's mileage is still good." replied catching the robber off 
guard. In such a futuristic society one must ask them self. What was 
mileage? 

Using the quick momentarily hesitation from the robber. He quickly 
took advantage of the situation and grabbed the man's blaster. 

The robber suddenly found himself at the end of the barrel. 

"I suggest you get going. I might reconsider my offer in letting you 
live." Shepherd smiled. 

The robber scampered out of the bar, the man's eyes wide with 
fear . 

Shepherd smirked, and causally dropped the blaster returning to his 
meal. All the customers' eyes were now on him. He hadn't noticed that 
the music had stopped and the bar had gone quiet. But he didn't 
care . 

"Athena, may I ask why you didn't warn me?" Shepherd asked under his 
breath . 

"I found that you'd be more or less capable of yourself." 

Shepherd huffed, as the bar slowly forgot the fight that had just 
occurred and got back into the routine of drinking, talking, and 
dancing . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Shepherd slumped onto the hotel's bed and pulled out a holo 
tablet. Turning it on, he flicked through the several new articles 
that had appeared and accessed his files. The holo tablet suddenly 
projected a model of a starship. A rather ugly starship by Galactic 
standard, but this wasn't meant for a parade. The Autumn-class vessel 
was built for war.<p> 

When Shepherd discovered it in the files and files of UNSC data, it 
was a possible future design meant to perform the similar legendary 
feats the Pillar of Autumn did. 

However Shepherd had made several changes to the warship. 

He had incorporated a slipspace engine as well as a hyper space 
drive, along with high powered shields built out of Forerunner, 
Covenant, and Republic military grade technology. Also the ship had 
been redesigned with Turbo lasers while still boasting its Mark IX 
MAC, M58 Archer missile system, and the M910 Rampart 50MM Point 
Defense Network system. And lets not forget the low level Ion cannon 
that the warship wielded. 

When placed in a simulation by Athena amongst the Trade Federation 
technicians that were given to Darth Sidious, they all laughed at the 
idea of a "slug-thrower." 

They immediately shut up when they found that the vessel was a easy 



match against a entire fleet of Lucrehulk-class vessels and that not 
even a entire swarm of fighters could get past it's Point Defense 
Network . 


Shepherd chuckled at the memory when he saw the several technician's 
jaws drop when witnessing the power the warship's MAC 
possessed . 

"Athena can you inform the current progress in the ship's 
construct ion . " 

After having Darth Sidious approve the ship's construction he quickly 
demanded a entire construction fleet work on the vessel. However the 
ship's design was so foreign to the Trade Federation construction 
crews that what should have taken a few months to build a normal 
vessel became a couple of years. 

"Last reports show that the warship is 96.391% built. They only need 
to incorporate the final layers of hull and hangers and then it will 
be space worthy." Athena informed Shepherd. 

Shepherd smiled. Soon he'd have his first warship. His first real 
step against the Covenant . 

"May I ask, what are you going to name the vessel?" 

Shepherd thought for a second. He hadn't really of thought about that 
but he quickly knew what the warship's title would be. "_Harvest_. 

The ship's name will be Harvest. So when I find and kill those 
Covenant bastards, they'll realize they're mistake in ever declaring 
war on the human race . " 

Shepherd sighed as he felt the exhaustion from the day's work wash 
over him. 

"I'm going to bed." Shepherd said as he took off his dark robe and 
became to remove his MJOLNIR Mark VII armor. As he let the helmet 
detach itself into his hands, he smiled with a glowing pride. The 
Harvest will be the symbol of the ongoing survival of the UNSC. As 
well as his current amour: A model based on Doctor Hasley's designs 
for a MJOLNIR Mark VI. Much more mobile, lightweight, and skin tight, 
while still having all the previous generation's features except for 
the pinpoint Slipspace extractions. That was still being worked 
on . 

"See you in the morning." Athena replied. 

Once his armor was all off and he was left in his under body suit he 
curled under the bed's sheets and allowed the darkness to swallow his 
vision . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Athena smiled as she looked over Shepherd's sleeping form. He may 
say he's a Sith and that Sith don't ask for information but demand 
it, but she saw he wasn't at all like his definition of a Sith, much 
less of all the Sith before him. He may not see it, but he's still a 
boy looking for a way. Yes he's now a full functioning adult and 
warrior but he didn't have anything else to drive him into a hatred 
like the other Sith.<p> 



She believed that his only hatred was for the Covenant. That's why 
she allowed that robber to get so close to him. To prove her theory. 
If he shot him, that would be a sign that maybe Athena was wrong but 
Shepherd didn't. Athena could still see the hope and ambitions in 
Shepherd, unlike the Sith. 

Checking her internal clock she found that she had several hours in 
till Shepherd would wake up. So she went to work to her personal 
project that tended to pass time: Categorizing and reading all the 
files on the holonet. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"So have they set a course for Naboo yet?" Shepherd asked as he 
flew his fighter to the Trade Federation Fleet in orbit. <p> 

"I don't know, their navigation orders haven't changed yet but 
they're not making any contact with the planet." Athena replied as 
she hacked into the fleet's communicat ions . 

"So. . ?" 

"So... they may not haven't set a hyper drive coordinate 
yet . " 

"Fine. Contact the_ Decision_ and inform them my docking." 
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><p>A few minutes later Shepherd's Broadsword was slowly landing onto 
the docking panel within the bowls of the <em>Decision<em> . 

"Athena, status on the fleet?" 


"No change." 

Shepherd frowned. Why weren't they moving? He didn't feel any 
disturbances through the force. 

Shepherd took out Athena's chip and inserted it into his armor and 
began to go over his check list. Was his Energy sword strapped to his 
side? Check. Was his amour ready for battle? Check. 

Satisfied, Shepherd got out of his fighter and made way for the 
bridge . 


When he passed through the bridge doors, he found the crew in their 
normal positions but something was missing. Where was the 


Captain? 

"Where's Gunray?" Shepherd growled, 
and go seek. 

The crew, except for the mechanical 
did he get here? Quickly one of the 
had a medical issue... sir." 


He was not in the mood for hide 


droids, jumped in surprise. When 
officers stood up. "The Captain 


Shepherd narrowed his eyes 


"Where is he?" 



"In the Medical bay, sir." 

Shepherd stared at the Neimoidian . "You are now the leader of this 
fleet in till Nute Gunray is physically able to lead this fleet. You 
will prepare the fleet right now for a hyperspace jump to Naboo, and 
you will blockade that world!" 

The alien stood silent and still, his fear rendering him 
immobile . 

"Now!" Shepherd yelled. 

The newly appointed fleet admiral frantically began to order commands 
and prepared the fleet for a jump. 

Shepherd stood there, radiating anger, promoting the crew to work 
hard and fast . 

A few moments later, once he believed the deed was done, he made way 
for the Medical Bay. 
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><p>Shepherd found Gunray cowering on his medical table. <p> 

"Please! I couldn't make the fleet move yet. They insisted I got 
better before a invasion!" He begged for mercy. 

The Viceroy begged and rolled on his bed. He knew his life held by a 
string. Luckily for him, the Republic would find it suspicious if the 
man disappeared before the invasion. 

But Shepherd wasn't leaving him with any examples. Raising his had he 
commanded the force to surge around Gunray ' s neck, effectively 
choking him. 

"You have one last shot Gunary." Shepherd sneered, "Don't waste 

it . " 

Shepherd, then let go of his force grip, turned around, and stalked 
back to his fighter. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>32BBY2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Hyperspace, Modified Broadsword** 

Shepherd stared into the swirling blue light pass the fighter's 
cockpit window with anticipation. After setting the Trade Federation 
in line, he had decided he'd go and watch the final progress of 
construction of the _Harvest._ 

However, The Journey to the shipyard where the beauty was being 
constructed was a three day trip in hyperspace. It was estimated that 
by the time he'd reach the shipyard, the warship would be 
finished . 


"Excited much?" Athena accused. 



"What do you think?" 


"I think your going to crash this ship when you see the_ 

Harvest_. " 

"Very funny... When we enter system can you hack in and delete all 
the files for the ship design and replace then with fakes? Anything 
that ties in with us or the UNSC. I want it all erased, nobody is 
getting this ship design. Not even Sidious... Until I got a solid 
answer on when we are going to deal with the Covenant, I need 
leverage. I've... We've waited far too long. 

Suddenly the alarm for the hyperspace exit sequence went off. 

Shepherd responded by quickly checking the computer and all the 
instruments preparing for a safe exit. 

Seconds later the modified Broadsword existed the realm of hyperspace 
and came up to a great sight for anyone of the UNSC. 

The 1,425 meter warship was suspended in the most open area of the 
private Trade Federation ship yard for all to see. Most of the other 
starships, light frigates and cruisers, were terribly small to the 
size of the lone warship. Of course, it wasn't anything like the 
_Infinity_, a warship that had it's construction accelerated but 
never was completed when Operation: Seeds of Earth was taken in 
affect. But the Harvest's weaponry made up for the size it was 
missing out on. 

"It's... amazing." Shepherd said, choking on his words. This ship 
before him, was proof of the UNSC legacy. That it still exists. 

"I'm contacting the ship yard officials. You've been given clearance 
and a green light to take the vessel." 

Shepherd nodded numbly. "Pulling us over to it. Give me a docking 
pattern . " 
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><p>The Broadsword hovered into it's docking slot becoming the only 
fighter in a large and empty hanger. <p> 

Jumping out of his cockpit like a excited child. Shepherd sprinted to 
the hanger-hallway joint. No room, or corner of the ship was left un 
explored. Every locker room, armory, and bathroom was checked out and 
noted by the Earthling. It was like he was a child again; full of 
energy and curiosity. 

But when he got to the bridge he stopped. 

The shipyard could be seen clearly through the bridge windows . The 
dozens of computers sat ready for his use. 

This is my ship, he thought, this is what I'll use to avenge my 
people . 

Pacing over to the Nav Computer, he inserted Athena and let her do a 
logistics scan. 

The AI ' s processing power incorporated with the super computers of 



the ship did their job and she had the statistics in a split second. 
"Everything is online and ready to be fired up." 

The young Sith grinned, "Athena set a hyperspace jump for the 
_Guardsmen_. " 

**End of Chapter III** 

**Honestly, not my best chapter. I was trying to set a opening for 
the characters but it just didn't go do well. With mixing the current 
setting with the past and emotions It was a challenge for me creating 
the required dialogue to back it up. That's why I'm revamping The 
next chapter before post it, to create the needed past and dialogue 
to create a believable character. Also the Harvest won't last long, 
so don't hate on the already given OP ship in the start of this fan 
fic. Oh and a final note, this chapter is prone to, like all the 
other chapters, corrections and grammar errors so if you find a 
sentence that does not make sense or has a large amount of errors, 
please PM me. I have no beta reader so correcting takes time for me. 
So other then that, please review and or f avorite/f ollow . Untill we 
meet again, this is NewWorldEict ion logging out.** 


5. Part I: Chapter IV 
**Part I** 

**Chapter IV** 

_**"To find him, you have to forget the stories. Eorget the legends. 
You'll have to do more than walk in his footsteps. Eor he is more 
than the sum of his actions. I tell you this not because I trust you, 
agent Locke, but because all our lives are at stake. Because the 
seeds of our future are sown in his past."**_ 

**- Thel 'Vadam, to agent Locke. (Halo 5 announcement; Master Chief 
collection) ** 

•:k ^ ^ 

><p><strong>32BBY2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Hyperspace, Aboard Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the 
_Harvest_* * 

Shepherd was in love. The _Harvest_ was the prime example of 
everything he wanted in a ship. The hallways, the guns, the showers! 
It gave him the excited energy he would have had if he was a Navy 
officer walking the hallways of a newly constructed destroyer. 

"ETA to exist of hyperspace?" Shepherd asked once be returned to the 
bridge from his self tour. 

"1.276 minutes." Athena responded. She too was enjoying the new ship, 
but it was very boring as the data bases were almost completely 
empty . 

I'll have to upload all the UNSC files, Athena thought. 


"Shepherd, I suggest we form a crew once we return to Trade 



Federation Space. A AI can do only so much." Athena suggested. So far 
During the hyper jump, she had been calculating the efficiency of 
the_ Harvest_, and the first thing to immediately pop up was a 
functional crew. 

"When we get back to the _Guardsmen_, I'll get the Trade Federation 
to 'loan' us some droids." Shepherd agreed. "I suggest when we do get 
some, you create your own link to the droids." 

"Of course. I wouldn't let some standard operated 'dumb' AIs walk 
around and screw the ship up." 

Shepherd nodded with a smile. The Trade Federation Droids weren't the 
smartest but they were the best for overwhelming the enemy or 
annoying the controller. 

"I'll update them so they'll be able to use the UNSC systems." Athena 
continued, "As well as lock them to the Harvest system only." 

"Good. When are we exiting Hyperspace?" 

"We'll actually be exiting Hyperspace in three. Two. One." 

The ship jolted slightly as it pulled itself out of the FTL current 
it had created and into a normal sub space speed. 

Off in the distance, from the Bridge display windows, sat the 
_Guardsmen_, suspended in space awaiting their arrival. 

In size wise, the Lucrehulk-class outfitted freighter _Guardsmen_ was 
larger compared to the Harvest by a easy two kilometers, but in no 
way in hell could the _Guardsmen_ beat the_ Harvest_ in a 
battle . 

The _Guardsmen_ had been outfitted with civilian grade weaponry and 
shielding. It boasted very few weapon systems as it was meant truly 
for the original purpose of it's brand is ships: 

Trading . 

"Contacting the_ Guardsmen_. . . " Athena said. 

A few moments passed until she began. "You are cleared to bring over 
some of her crew members over. Specifically the droid crews. It seems 
that Sidious didn't want any of the Trade Federation officials to get 
control of the ship. However Darth Sidious left you a note that your 
not allowed to leave the sector." 

"Noted. Let's get these droids over here and start getting this ship 
prepared . " 
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><p>A couple of weeks had passed when Shepherd got the news. He had 
been in the observation room studying the tactics the UNSC had used 
in the Battle of Reach when the hologram switched to a feed that was 
being displayed on the hole net . <p> 


A news women of some alien race was describing what was being the 
hailed as the Battle of Naboo. 



Please, Shepherd had scoffed. He had seen what real battle was like 
and from what Sidious sources had pulled off so far, it was a lone 
small company of men and two Jedi that was attempting to free Naboo 
with the Queen. 

But what came next shocked him. Not out of surprise that the Naboo 
liberators managed to pull it off but that the Trade Federation had 
been utterly destroyed and accepted surrender. 

The incumbent Trade Federation had failed to hold it's grip on Naboo 
as the droid command ship was destroyed by a boy. A boy! Might as 
well teach the arrogant fools not to throw their communicat ions 
systems in one ship. 

As well as a couple of Jedi had fought Darth Sidious' apprentice 
Darth Maul, and killed the arrogant fool. 

In several ways. Shepherd was glad that the Zabark was dead. He had 
been nothing less of hateful toward the Shepherd and tended to beat 
his frustration on the human through his years of training 

Shepherd remembered the days of hell the alien had put him through. 
Originally his savior, he had came to hate the Sith Apprentice. 

Not only was Shepherd glad that Darth Maul had got his karma but now 
it opened a slot for him to be at Sidious side, to be his apprentice. 
Another step closer to fight against the Covenant. 

However, Shepherd wasn't delusional enough to think that he wasn't 
the only option of a Apprentice. The boy that that destroyed the 
Trade Federation Control ship had great potential as well as Shepherd 
knew that Darth Sidious had his eyes on the Jedi Dooku. 

He was one man in a pool of options. And he didn't like his chances. 
But wait and see he thought... wait and see. 
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><p>A few months had passed and it was nearing the Galactic New Years 
when Shepherd and Athena discovered that Dooku had been taken up as 
Darth Sidious' apprentice. Furthermore, Athena had received a 
transmission from Darth Sidious. Shepherd's first real Jedi hunt: 
hunt down Jedi Master Sifo-Dyas and kill him.<p> 

As well, funny enough, Sidious had not even mentioned the ship design 
of the Harvest, nor the fact that Athena deleted a large chunk of the 
ship's data from the Trade Federation catalogs. But Shepherd decided 
he would not bring it up. Only when the Dark Lord needed them would 
he tell him of his "leverage," and then he'd get all the backup he 
would need to get a answer. 

But he realized later at the end of the transmission why the Dark 
lord had not mentioned the ship plans. The dark lord had been fixed 
on the The Jedi who he'd be hunting plan's the whole time, something 
that answered a lot about his questions. A clone army. 

The Jedi he was sent to kill had created a contract with the Cloners 
of Kamino for the creation of a clone army with the help of the Pyke 
Syndicate; a faction that helped the Jedi form the clone army and the 
very faction same faction Sidious persuaded to defect to his side. As 



a result, the Pykes shot down the Jedi ' s craft down over their home 
world's moon, killing the Jedi ' s assistant Sillman but not the Jedi 
Master . 

However, as great as the news was, it put Shepherd in a tight spot. 
His leverage and blackmail with the _Harvest_ ship plans were near 
gone due to the clone army and now the Dark lord's anger would 
overrule the gain of answers of how the Sith would deal with the 
Covenant . 

So shoving aside his panicked thoughts on how he'd salvage his 
current situation. Shepherd took the Harvest to the world the Jedi 
had crash landed on due to forces aligned with Sidious: Oba Diah's 
desert moon. 

Shepherd was assigned to kill him and prevent the Republic from 
discovering their soon to be army. Shepherd had accepted the mission. 
This would be his proof that he'd be able to side with Sidious and 
could do what was needed for his Lord and his people's memory as well 
as hopefully salvage his situation. 

He was prepared for a battle of weapons and the force, but he was not 
prepared for the morals he was about to face. 
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><p><strong>32BBY2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim Territories, Unknown Sector, Pyke Syndicate 
Territory/Home System, Oba Diah System, Orbiting Oba Diah's Desert 
Moon, Aboard Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the _Harvest_** 

"Why did it have to be a desert world?" Shepherd groaned as he stood 
over the see through glass floor of the observation room. His gaze 
switched from the dusty sandy moon to the vibrant green parent world 
Oba Diah, the Home world of the Pykes and the Headquarters of the 
Pyke Syndicate. 

"It's your bad luck I guess." Athena responded from the hole 
panel . 

Shepherd sighed. He absolutely loathed the heat and it was indeed his 
luck that he would have to hunt down a powerful for on the desert 
world when a garden world was just on it's doorstep. "So where 'd he 
crash? " 

"I'm picking up the distress signal on the far side of the moon in a 
canyon. I'm sending coordinates to your Suit right now. I'll stay up 
in the ship's system to provide support if the Pyke Syndicate decide 
to double cross the Sith as they did the Jedi Master." 

"Alright. Are you sure? I could use you ground side." 

"If your that unlucky for him to get a strike on you, your Amor 
should take the blunt of the damage. I do have faith in 
you . " 


"Alright. I'll be back in a hour or two." Shepherd said as he began 
to walk down the hallways leading to the hangers. 



><p>A half a hour later he was standing on a ridge and gazing into 
the canyon that the Jedi Master had crashed in.<p> 

The large crevice bore deep in the desert plateau. The ridges were 
almost immediate sudden drops for a few hundred Meters and then they 
sloped into long mile tracks. Dozens of rivers ran the bottom 
lengths; fast and powerful tides riding down the river. 

Ever increasing groups of bushes and dried up trees dotted the slopes 
and swallowed around the rivers. Occasional islands popped up in the 
roaring rivers and were jungles of vibrant green bushes and 
trees . 

As well as the tale of time could be seen in the jutting Canyon 
walls. Layers and layers of red, orange, and brown soil and rock was 
carved into their respective time periods, preserved and eroded away 
by the rivers when they had just began to carve out the canyon. 

The canyon easily stretched hundreds and hundreds of miles and 
continued far beyond the horizon of the moon. Transfixed by the 
beautiful sculpture created by nature. Shepherd found it to be just 
like the Grand Canyon on Earth. Oh Earth. 

Sorrow and pain suddenly struck his heart as he though of his birth 
world. He didn't mention it but the real reason why he loathed the 
heat so much was because it brought back memories of his childhood. 

He had grown up in the cities of the Grand Canyon. He remembered 
running the slopes of the deep crevice. He remembered the many nights 
he had camped out in the canyon and looked up into the stars. 

He was young then. He knew about the war but he never realized the 
danger held in those fiery specks in the night sky. 

Shaking his thoughts away, he contacted the Harvest, and informed 
Athena of the current plans. He needed more time, there was no way he 
could navigate the canyon in less then a hour. 

Checking his Eorearm Holo Control Pad (EHCP) , he found that the 
beacon was far far away. But flying any closer would give way to the 
Jedi that he was coming. He had already forced his force signature 
into a lesser notice like the many small creatures that inhabited the 
canyon, but he couldn't hide the sound of a roaring 
Broadsword . 

Looking up to the sky, where the Parent world of Oba Diah was rising 
from the northern horizon and the sun was retreating to the west, he 
knew that within a few hours the cold night would be upon him. He had 
to finish this fast and efficiently. But first he had to get to the 
downed shuttle. 

"Time to get walking." Shephed moaned as he wished that his spartan 
suit kept his body environment stable even on planet as he dawned his 
Sith cloak. The air was burning and the sun bore down onto him just 
like every other animal that chose to traverse during the 
day . 

Traveling during the night, however was not a option. The animals 
here were used to the freezing temperatures that engulfed the canyon 



when the sun shined on the other side of the moon. Shepherd was 
not . 


When the moon faced away from the local star and the Parent world's 
shadow cast over the moon, the canyon's climate dropped down far 
below freezing where the roaring rivers would literally freeze almost 
solid. The animals would bore deep into the canyon caves and huddle 
together for warmth and heat while blizzards would roll through the 
canyon . 

Shepherd's suit would keep him warm enough where he could function as 
it did when it was sweltering hot, but when the blizzards rolled in, 
which were extremely unpredictable, winds reached nearly 80 miles a 
hour. A large disadvantage for the attacker. Or even the defender, so 
Shepherd decided to engage during the day. But now he was 
reconsidering his options and deciding if he should had taken his 
chances during the night. 

Luckily, the inner debate lasted a very very long time and he quickly 
found himself near the wrecked shuttle, however the sun was almost 
down. He could already feel the heat seep away and the cold winds 
blow through the canyon crevices. 

Spotting the downed ship, he made his way there until he stood a 
decent amount of length away. 

Around the shuttle were several shreds of metal and debris that had 
dug themselves into the hard soil from the tumbling crash. Earlier 
signs of battle were also present as multiple dead bodies of the 
local natives of the desert moon's parent Oba Diah laid across the 
ship's entrance it seemed that some chunks of metal had been pulled 
out of the ground and tossed far from their original posts, as well 
as their were many blaster marks and lightsaber scorched alongside 
the entrance of the ship. 

"I know your here!" Shepherd called. There was no way to mask his 
force signature now. Stealth was not a option, however, the same 
applied to his prey. 

He waited a few moments before a human male emerged from the downed 
craft. The Jedi Master stood tall and sturdy, his light brown skin 
blending in with his brown eyes and black air, but he gave no emotion 
away. His signature Jedi cloak was dawned, and he had a grip on his 
lightsaber . 

"I don't expect your here to help?" Sifo-Dyas said. No emotion was 
evident in his voice. The Jedi Master was calm and collected. 

"No Jedi." Shepherd said the word 'Jedi' as if he was describing a 
foul atrocity but definitely not like the he would be if describing 
the Covenant . 

Sifo-Dyas sighed. "Then we shall not waste time. Dooku had came here 
earlier, I had expected him to finish the job. Not a 
boy . " 

Shepherd's eyes narrowed. So that's why I was given this mission, he 
though. To finish what Dooku could not. "I am not a boy. If you knew 
my past, you'd think otherwise Jedi Master Sifo-Dyas." 



"Then who are you child? I felt your presence far away. Sorrow and 
pain. But not hate. Even I can see upon this first meeting that you 
are not what you think you are." 

"Are you sure?" Shepherd asked with a dangerous smile. "I have hate. 

I have anger. And you stand in my way of my goals." He doesn't know 
what I've seen. Shepherd thought, he cannot even begin to judge 
me . 

"Enlighten me then 'Sith'." 

Shepherd hesitated before he began, "By many I known as Dark Alcoylte 
Spartacus, a name held by the greatest warriors of my people. 

Warriors that not even a Mandalorian could amount to much less 
defeat. But they were few and our enemy was many." 

"And how does this demonstrate your power? You seem more a dark 
Jedi . . . A boy, then a Sith." 

"I am the Last Son of Earth. The last of my people. A fledging Empire 
that had extended to hundreds of worlds. Brought down by a 
genicocidal alien war machine. I am the only survivor. I know pain 
that you cannot fathom. And you are in my way to battle those who 
murdered my people!" Shepherd roared before ignited his Energy Sword. 
But he did not attack. He waited for the Jedi to make the first 
move . 

But the Jedi had become more focused on his weapon rather then 
shepherd his self. "What type of lightsaber is that?" 

Shepherd smiled, "The very blade that many of the aliens used to 
destroy my people. And I swore that I'd use it to destroy them as 
they did us. Every one of them. Now... come Jedi and let us begin... 
And let me show you why a warrior of Earth is capable of." 

Shepherd gave the Jedi Master no time to go on the offensive. He 
lunged forward and engaged into a series of slashes and jabs which 
the Jedi Master was barely able to block. Due to the fact that 
Shepherd's weapon never had been used by Jedi nor Sith force users 
and that the UNSC never got a chance to study the Elites' Energy 
Sword techniques. Shepherd had to develop a complete new style for 
the weapon. 

As a result, the unique fighting style caught opponents off guard and 
only the adaptable could overcome the challenge. 

The next few minutes were a blur of bright blue and startling white 
light. The Jedi Master was applying pressure on the young Sith, 
trying to get out of his defensive situation while Shepherd continued 
his onslaught. However, the Jedi Master was experienced and battle 
tested. Within moments of his initial shock, he managed to begin 
moving the Sith backward. 

Within a split second. Shepherd had lost his advantage and both were 
in a neutral stance, backing off from each other. 

"You are not what you think you are. You are a avenger, yes. But not 
a Sith. You don't know hate but pain. I can help you!" 


"Help me! Your Republic wouldn't survive a year against the Covenant! 



I'm doing the Galaxy a favor!" 


Both lunged forward, and their weapons intertwined. The Jedi ' s blade 
had slid into the the double curves of the Energy Sword. It was a 
very bad mistake on Sifo-Dyas part. 

Shepherd grinned before pulling his weapon down, jerking the Jedi ' s 
lightsaber out of his grasp and onto the ground. 

But Shepherd's victory was crushed quickly as the Jedi master called 
upon the force and propelled the young Sith backward. Flying several 
feet into the canyon's sandy soil. Shepherd rolled backward and 
recovered onto his feet barely blocking the deadly blue blade a inch 
away from his face. 

Leaping backwards he got into a offensive stance and the two circled 
each other once again. 

"What do you want? Is it what your Master wants or you want?" 
Sifo-Dyas said, his forehead beaded with sweat. 

"For my people." Shepherd growled, "But the Jedi and the Republic 
would never understand! Just earlier Naboo was invaded and the 
Republic didn't do a single thing to stop the invasion. Your Republic 
is a union of cowards! They would not survive a war against the Sith 
nor the Covenant ! " 

"You think wrong, boy." 

"Ha! That's where your a fool! Your step in securing the Republic is 
where it will fall! The clone armies won't be there to protect the 
Republic but destroy it!" 

Sifo-Dyas stumbled back, his eyes wide with shock. "No. No... That's 
not possible . " 

"Money and influence can make changes in a contract, Sifo-Dyas. Who 
else did you think shot you down? A enemy of the Pykes? The Pykes 
double crossed you and now have joined us!" 

"Damn you..." Sifo-Dyas spoke before lunging forward onto 
Shepherd . 

The two traded blows until Shepherd rose his hands and the force 
surged around him blasting the Jedi back. Using the force as his 
ally, the Sith leapt forward and swung his Energy Sword toward the 
Jedi. However the Jedi was fast and rolled out of the way, the energy 
weapon missing him by a inch. 

Sifo-Dyas had just gotten onto his knees when he was punched in the 
jaw. What should have been a average force enhanced blow, even with 
the aid of the force fighting against it, shattered his Jaw and the 
Jedi suddenly found it hard to open his mouth. 

"Gah!" The Jedi rolled onto his back in pain. 

Shepherd stood and gazed over the Jedi, "What was that you wonder?" 
Shepherd then removed his Sith robe revealing the MJOLNIR Mark VII 
armor he had worn under the Sith cloak. 



"This here, it the armor of a Spartan. No matter what, you had stood 
no chance-" 

He was cut off by the powerful force push that threw Shepherd off his 
feet and sprawling onto the ground Several meters away. Rolling to 
his side, the Jedi ' s lightsaber impaled his last position. 

Switching his legs and spinning Shepherd tripped the Jedi over while 
Sifo-Dyas was pulling the high energy blade out of the 
ground . 

Shooting to his feet first. Shepherd drove his Energy Blade down 
missing the Jedi by millimeters as the Jedi summersaulted 
backward . 

Giving the Jedi no Peace this time. Shepherd pressed forward using 
every opening he saw. The two became a fury of light as the simple 
Lightsaber and elegant Energy Sword clashed in flashes of blue and 
pure white light. 

However, due to the extra abilities given by the Spartan Suit, 
Sifo-Dyas eventually cumbered to the Shepherd's furious 
offensive . 

Shepherd's Energy Sword swung caught and Sifo's blade in between the 
two points and pulled it out of his grasp. Before the Jedi could call 
upon the force. Shepherd's foot shot out and clubbed the Jedi in the 
Knee cap shattering it . 

Dropping to a knee the Jedi cried out soundless as his Jaw throbbed 
and his knee lost it's ability to hold his body up. 

Going to finish off the Jedi, Shepherd rose his blade overhead and 
swung down. 

Suddenly he stopped when he saw the Jedi Master's face. His eyes held 
no fear or anger, but acceptance. 

Just like my mother. Shepherd though before expelling the memory from 
his mind. 

"You see don't you." The Jedi moaned through the dozens of shards of 
bone in his mouth. 

"See what?" Shepherd growled. 

Despite the pain, the Jedi smiled. A knowing smile that said. You 
know far well . 

Suddenly realizing he was being mocked at Shepherd swung his blade 
downward but he stopped. His muscles became ridged and stiff as the 
deadly blade came to a stop, a inch away from taking a life. A human 
lif e . 

What am I doing? Shepherd though. He's human. Not a alien. Not one 
with the Covenant . 


Eor decades his people battled aliens not humans. And it's much 
easier to take a alien life that had waged genicide on humanity. 



But this man was human. 


Shepherd stumbled backward and dropped his Energy Sword, the blade 
deactivating when it left his grasp. 

He then sprawled backward. His face was ashen and slack. His eyes 
were down cast . 

The two sat in their positions, neither moving. However, a few 
moments later the Jedi got up and slumped toward the downed vessel. 
Moments later the Sith picked his Energy Sword handle out of the sand 
and slowly walked his way to the LZ as his Broadsword made it's way 
there . 
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><p>The journey back to the <em>Guardsmen<em> was quiet. Athena 
hadn't monitored the battle, truly taking faith in the suit and skill 
that Shepherd had. However she knew Shepherd failed but she was so 
sure he would have succeeded. She tried to coax a answer out of 
Shepherd but she only received snippets of information as he had set 
himself in a meditation trance. 

When they reached their sector of space. Shepherd faced Darth Sidious 
via holo message. The conversation was not pretty. He had already 
been angered by Dooku, but it was understandable as he was new to the 
order while Shepherd had powerful tools and skills and was not new to 
the order. 

Also Sidious had finally discovered Shepherd's "leverage" and become 
extremely angry with the ship design being deleted from the Trade 
Eederation ship catalogs. Apparently, Sidious had planned to build a 
fleet for the a Trade Eederation for possible future encounters with 
the Republic, but with the Naboo crisis and the new clone army 
opportunity, his mind had moved away from it. 

But when The dark Lord demanded for the files back. Shepherd denied 
the Dark Lord and skirted away from his original idea of blackmail. 

He had begun to think: what does he really want? 

The encounter with the Jedi reminded him what is his true goal was. 

On his journey back to the _Guardsmen_, he had set himself in a 
serious mediation. He really hadn't know why at the moment in which 
he could had killed the Jedi did he turn away. Not did he really 
understand why such thoughts in the first place came into his head. 

It was meant to be a simple mission like the many he had committed in 
the past . 

But the other missions involved around other species not associated 
with humans. So it must had been different; The difference in race 
must had shaped his ability to complete his missions... right? 

The question lead him to a path during his meditation of what did he 
want. What did Sidious want. It was a frustrating experience; All 
Shepherd's life things were set for him. His goals out before him on 
a silver platter, already knowing which path he wanted to follow. 

What goal he wanted to achieve. 

However, what he found was that the path he had followed for eight 
years was not his but the Dark Lord Sidious'. 



Shepherd had seen what Sidious uses pawns for and what he does when 
they're uses are exhausted. Shepherd knew how he brought people to 
his side... through pain. He gave them a choice in their darkest hour 
and of course that person would take the chance for the grab of 
power . 

And that's what Shepherd had done as a boy. 

So he formulated a plan of which he'd escape. 

Shortly after his conversation with the Dark Lord, Shepherd had 
Athena gather and store all the UNSC data from Darth Sidious personal 
files and amongst the Trade Federation and onto the Harvest. 

He had realized that he didn't want Sidious or the Trade Federation 
to have access to that data. The data was meant for the UNSC and it's 
peoples' benefits not the Dark Lord's. 

Not only had he have Athena collect UNSC data but all of Sidious 
files. And she found some peculiar information but Shepherd did not 
have time to read those files. 

A few days later when Athena replaced all of the Trade Federation 
UNSC files and all of Sidious files with fakes was when the dark lord 
caught on. The Dark Lord was seriously angry. After everything he had 
done for the boy... But he must had caught on. The power he offered 
was not enough to taint Shepherd's apatite. But to give him more 
would ruin the Dark Lord's plans. And Sidious would not allow it. So 
he had given no clues that he discovered that they had hacked into 
his files. He decided that he would have them dealt appropriately. 

A few weeks later a dozen outfitted Lucrehulk-class ships entered the 
sector with commands to kill Shepherd. The two had to make a quick 
decision . 

Most of the information had been secure but there was still data 
lingering in the trade Federation. But they decided that information 
was not as valuable as the larger amount they had retaken. 

Ordering commands to the robotic crew aboard the _Harvest_, the 
warship destroyed the _Guardsmen_. Sensors had just began to detect 
energy spikes in the ship and it was transformed into a pile of scrap 
long before it could had fired. 

Gone was the ship Shepherd lived on for eight years. Gone was his 
past of confusion and turmoil. Gone was the life he lived believing 
he was still fighting for his cause and not a other. Or so he 
hoped . 

Now, Shepherd stood at the deck of the Harvest, as the warship was 
witnessing it's first combat action. 

As his warship fought it's first battle. The UNSC's last ship was 
brought forth into the flames of war. Trial by fire. 

Several droids were hard at work calculating and watching the Trade 
Federation's fleet communicat ions and other various detectable 
energies . 



"I'm so glad you took the extra precaution to limit the droids 
commands to only us." Shepherd said with gratitude as he peered out 
to the twelve specks out in space. Only if they really where that 
small. Shepherd thought. 

"Athena always has a backup plan, and a backup plan of a back up 
plan . . . and a-" 

"I get it." Shepherd cut in, "Now what's you calculations if we do 

it . " 

"A outstanding 87.976%" 

"Good." Shepherd said before yelling, "All engines maximum 
thrust ! " 

The robotic crew complied and switched through the multiple systems 
activating the essential programs. 

The order however did not go unnoticed by the enemy fleet. As soon as 
Shepherd's warship began to move the fleet had begun to pull 
themselves into a close knit combat group. Yet, These ship commanders 
had no idea what they were facing. 

Within several minutes the Harvest crossed into the range of the 
Trade Federation's far range weaponry. But so did the Trade 
Federation enter the Harvest's. 

But the _Harvest_ did not fire like the the Trade Federation 
did . 

"All surplus energy to forward Shields!" Shepherd yelled as red 
blasts skimmed the warship. 

Seconds later the Harvest entered the range of medium range weaponry 
for the Trade Federation. 

"Forward Shields are holding at 86%" a droid responded. 

Shepherd smirked. The Trade Federation could never get through those 
shields at this rate. Not when they where put at their maximum 
capacity at least . 

Moments later they were in close range or what the USNC navy calls, 
"Melee-Combat . " 

"Fire all Archers and Turbo lasers!" 

The space around the _Harvest_ suddenly lit up in plumes of exhaust 
and crimson light. The lasers effortlessly glided through space and 
pounded into the nearest ships doing little damage while the Archers 
"arched" toward the ships. A second later the Archers hit their 
marks . 

Trade Federation shields were meant to absorb blasts not push against 
a fiery explosion. A testament proved true by this live 
demonstration . 

The Archers' explosions spread across the hulls of seven Federation 
ships before the blasts took down the shields and entered the ship. 



All seven ships hit by the Archers received dozens of serous internal 
damages and suffered multiple destroyed systems before exploding into 
orange reddish plumes. 

Five ships where now left and one was holding smack down in front of 
the _Harvest_, hoping to cause the warship veer off it's course and 
not pass the Trade Federation blockade which lead to a safe 
hyperspace jump point. However, such logic was wrong as the Harvest 
could have jumped ages ago with its Slipspace drive. But Shepherd 
wanted to leave a lasting mark. 

"Fire the MAC!" he yelled with a rush of adrenaline. 

The droid crew responded by activating the MAC cannon and firing it's 
600-ton slug at a mind boggling speed for a slug thrower. The molten 
depleted uranium crossed the few kilometers between it's mothership 
and it's target at 30,000 meters a second. Backed with energy that no 
Trade Federation shields could deflect, the Trade Federation ship 
stood no chance as the slug entered through the "bulb" of the 
modified warship and through it's back engines. 

The ship immediately after exploded and was torn apart into a series 
of scrap metal and flames before the _Harvest_ flew through the 
wreckage . 

"Athena! Hit Slipspace now!" Screamed the now Rouge Sith. 

"Jumping now!" 

The space ahead of the warship erupted into a circular blue portal 
right before the warship submerged into it. The portal closed before 
the Federation could even turn around much less say a word. 

But one thing was certain: the commanders would not be keeping their 
lives anytime soon when Sidious got word of the skirmish. 
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><p>"Hell yeah!" Shepherd cheered. He was the only one prancing 
around the bridge in a wild dance as the entire crew excluding him 
was a robot . <p> 

The only machine their that could even show such emotion was Athena 
but she was fine sitting at he panel and watching the Last Son of 
Earth . 

As the man danced around the bridge screaming in several different 
languages that translated to 'Fuck yeah, ' the AI went ahead and 
examined the several documents they had stolen from Sidious. Most of 
the files were unread but damn they were impressive. 

His stance on politics was like saying that the best chess player in 
the galaxy used child's tactics. 

This man was certainly not meant to be mess with. And Athena figured 
that Shepherd's life would be much more dangerous now. 

She was brought out of her 'thinking, ' as Shepherd began to say 
something directed to her. 



"Athena how long in till we reach Oba Diah?" 

"Oh... About five hours." 

"Ah, good." Shepherd smiled. 

"And why is that?" 

"So I can go get a drink in celebration." Shepherd said before 
turning around and made his way to the ship bar. The man was full of 
energy now. 

Athena shook her head with a amused smile. 

May at least give him some time to relax, she thought, he'll need 
it . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>3<strong>2BBY2580 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Outer Rim Territories, Unknown Sector, Oba Diah System, Orbiting 
Oba Diah's Desert Moon, Aboard Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the 
_Harvest_* * 

Shepherd looked over the desert moon from the observation room. A 
glass room all the way around except for it's ceiling and entrance 
wall. Amongst the thick glass floor, series of training stations and 
holo pads were scattered around. 

After getting himself a beer, something the galaxy did not have, he 
decided he'd meditate for the rest of the trip. 

He had sorted out many of his questions and knew what he'd ask 
for . 

"Is the ship still there?" Shepherd asked Athena when he entered the 
Bridge. The Holotable that sat in the middle of the command room 
displayed Oba Diah and it's desert moon. Multiple signatures of Pyke 
ships where holding on the opposite side of the planet expressing no 
hostiles to the Harvest. 

Obviously word hadn't gotten to the Pyke Syndicate yet that Shepherd 
had officially went rouge and so they were allowing entrance to 
him. 

The AI stood on the Holotable in the far right corner, studying the 
system map, her golden illuminate light flared across the 
bridge . 

"Yes. There are no signs of any sort of ground occupation or change 
since our last visit and the distress signal is still clear as day. I 
guess the Pykes didn't dare salvage something the Sith were messing 
around with." 

Shepherd nodded, "Prime my fighter, I'm going down." He said before 
getting up and making his way to the hanger. 



><p>Shepherd had no reason to land away from Sifo-Dyas' crashed ship 
this time.<p> 

The young rouge Sith's fighter edged it's way down into the 
atmosphere and passed over countless of miles of desert. 

In the horizon Shepherd spotted the familiar canyon in which he 
battled the Jedi and navigated his way to the ship. 

But when he landed near the crashed ship, he knew that there was 
something wrong. 

He leapt out of the Broadsword and made his way into the crashed 
ship . 

The ship could had been once beauty full for a small craft but it's 
days had long since last. 

The innards of the ship laid in a mess of wires and metal panels. But 
there was one thing that caught his eye, over the series of junk 
scattered around there was a single familiar mark of a lightsaber 
scorch . 

His heart began to race, he hadn't battled the Jedi in the ship nor 
did Dooku. 

He legs began to speed up and he sprinted down the short hallway to 
the pilot's seat. 

He immediately stumbled back in revulsion. The Jedi Master's body was 
in chucks of mangled flesh; his limbs scattered across the small 
cockpit . 

He knew what happened. Sidious himself must had come to finish what 
he and Dooku had started. 

Sighing to the knowledge that he took part in the death of the human, 
he prepared to turn away until he spotted the lightsaber laying I the 
ground. Bending over he grasped the blade and held it. 

Should I take it? Shepherd thought. Yes. I may need it... 

Reaching down shepherd grabbed the lightsaber and then sped around; 
about to make his way out when a hologram popped up on the 
controls . 

The blue figure on the cockpit panels was none other then Sifo-Dyas, 
but Shepherd immediately knew it was merely a recording. 

"Boy... If your listening to this, then you may still have a chance 
on doing the right thing. If your some traveler that stopped by to 
help a stranded crew, you have my thanks. But sadly you came to 
late." The Jedi Master sighed, "Boy... you know what you must do. 

When we clashed I saw who you are. The force allowed me to see what 
you've fought and the enemy you have faced... it took courage to 
battle and keep them at bay." 

Shepherd stumbled. He saw it all! But he could make no sound as he 
was finding himself viewing his past. The Jedi was bring back all the 
memories that had shaped Shepherd into what he is now. 



"What your going through... I can feel only by the force. I cannot 
tell you what to do other then this: Do what must be done to fight 
the Covenant, as they pose a threat against the galaxy, not just you. 
But do not forget your true path..." 

The Jedi Master smiled, "...Last Son of Earth." 

The hole recording shut down quickly after that, leaving Shepherd to 
think about what the Jedi had said. 
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><p>The sun was almost under the horizon when Shepherd had finished 
burying the body. The winds had begun to start up and already 
Shepherd was beginning to freeze. The Jedi deserved a better burial 
then the one Sidious had given him. Shepherd had reasoned. <p> 

Now, on the highest ledge of the canyon in which the Jedi crashed in, 
the Master's body was at rest. A tombstone made of the crashed 
shuttle's wing protruded out of the ground; the Jedi ' s name was 
written elegantly by Shepherd's Energy Sword. 

_Jedi Master Sifo-Dyas_ 

_Born to the Cassandran worlds_ 

_Loyal Servant of the Republic_ 

_May his soul rest in peace and that the force will always be with 
him_ 

Sifo-Dyas' lightsaber was buried with him, as was his Jedi cloak. 
There was nothing else to bury with the Jedi; Jedi didn't carry many 
personal belongings. 

The desert sands from the canyon crevices whipped up by the wind and 
pelted Shepherd's cheeks. But he paid no attention to the sharp pains 
across his face but rather to the inner turmoil he felt for the 
Jedi . 

He most definitely did not know the Jedi to call him a mentor much 
less a friend. In fact Shepherd shouldn't even begin considering such 
things as he originally was going to kill the Jedi. But the Jedi knew 
Shepherd for what he really is. 

So do I have some right to feel attached. Shepherd though. No, 
Shepherd decided, it's the force... Isn't it? 

Shepherd stood there and thought over what the Jedi has told him. The 
man's final words for his killer. 

But the advice did not bring a clear path but memories of his past. 
Yet he knew, he had to search those memories for his new path. And it 
would be painful . 

After a few moments. Shepherd wrapped his cloak around him and pulled 
his hood on allowed his Spartan suit to reconstruct his helmet. He 
then stalked through the soon to be sandstorm towards his 
fighter . 



It was time to leave this world. 


And find a new purpose. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Sometimes . . . " Athena whispered to her self as the Fighter pulled 
into the Hanger. Droids where hard at work over the hanger 
deck . <p> 

"...in our darkest moments..." The craft settled on the hanger floor 
and Shepherd pulled himself out and slowly made his way to his 
bedroom compartment. His mind was in a state of confusion. Old 
memories of pain has returned to the surface as it did when he was a 
mere boy. 

"...we can find..." Shepherd flopped onto his bed. No tears sprang 
forth. He used all of them when his home was destroyed almost three 
decades ago. The pain was coming. He knew it. 

"...our greatest potentials." Athena finished before ending the 
program that connected her communicat ions to Shepherd's Spartan 
amour . 

**End of Part I** 

**As you may notice I say end of Part 1. Why? I'm dividing the story 
into parts do I can easily set time periods of Shepherd's life and 
know what I'm going to write about instead of becoming sort of a mosh 
pit. Also sorry for the lack of update, my life has been hell with 
HW, school, family issues, and sports. Wrestling alone takes away so 
much of my day that by the time I'm done with homework it's around 10 
to 11 at night. So between things I have around thirty minutes at the 
most to write a day.** 

**Now for other things,** 

* *TheEliteDuckey , thanks for that pointer. I've been attempting to 
fix by 'until' since** 

* *TheMetaReborn, I would love to have a beta reader and I tried to 
contact you but your username (since you posted as guest) won't be 
found under the author search. If your reading this could you PM me 
so we can get started.** 

**Mac Gustah, thank you a lot.** 

**DeadMenDontDie, No I didn't steal quotes. I give them credit and 
only place them in the opening of the chapter as a separate thing to 
ease my readers into the story. This ending saying was of my own 
design as well. Now there is always the possibility that there have 
been quotes that slipped in that I never knew they where quotes. Also 
your review does help me understand something's up, but you gave no 
explanation what's wrong when you said "PLOT AND STORY MISTAKES" I 
only have a fathom of am ideas of what's wrong. So PM me or send 
another Review to inform me with a detailed explanation so I could 
fix it . * * 


**Other then that get backs, I would like to say thanks to everyone 



who has so far reviewed, favorited and followed. Every time I get the 
email that I got a review, favorite and or follow it boosts my urge 
to write . * * 

**Thank you and May the UNSC rise again with your help,** 

**"Until" next time, this is NewWorldFict ion signing off.** 


6. Part II: Chapter I 
**Part II** 

**Chapter I** 

_**"She said that to me once. About being a machine. "**_ 

_**-The Master Chief (Halo 4)**_ 

**31BBY/2581 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Chommel Sector, Naboo System, Aboard Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the 
Harvest * * 

**1 year after the events of Obadiah and the Invasion of 
Naboo . . . ** 

"_This is the Naboo Security Force, in alliance and collaboration 
with the Galactic Republic. State your business or be tagged as a 
hostile. The communicat ions holo flashed alive to a man clad in 
armor when the _Harvest_ entered the system via hyperspace. 

"This is the _Harvest_, " replied Shepherd. "I am Captain Shepherd, 
and the commander of the Reach Private Military Company, permitted by 
the Galactic Republic to have access to military grade weaponry and 
the legal ability to sell our military force to payers. By Galactic 
Republic PMC Contracts, last updated by five standard days ago, and 
signed by Senator Amidala four standard days ago. We've been assigned 
to this system as a temporary task force to deal with the pirate 
threats within the Chommel Sector, over." 

The security guard frowned for a moment. 

_"Please give me a moment sir."_ He said a second before the holo 
communicat ion was placed on hold. 

Silence filled the communicat ions for the next few minutes. Just as 
Shepherd began to tense up in worry if Sidious had intercepted his 
Contract, the holo crackled alive, _"ID please?"_ 

Shepherd let loose a inward sigh of relief before he began, "ID is 
343-999-667-ACE34 , Authorization code Long Night of Solace." 

The Guard nodded. _"You are clear. Captain Shepherd, I do not know if 
your aware but about two days ago, several pirate ships entered 
system and assaulted multiple key bases. Afterward they took a dozen 
private mining facilities and ever since they've been extracting 
resources. Over the last 24 hours we've taken back nearly all the 
facilities but currently they have a considerably well defended 
facility that we haven't been able to capture. As well as there are 



several modified bandit cruisers on the far side of Naboo ' s moon Ohma 
D ' un . Our forces are not numerous enough to engage their ships 
without assistance from the planetary orbital defense platforms. 
Hopefully now, with your high grade weaponry we can Assault their 
fleet. However, the call is yours when we attack. 

"Well I was indeed wondering why there were twelve unregistered 
pings, so In that case we will Assault the fleet in a few minutes. 
Ready your fleet and prepare to form up on me. _Harvest_ out." 
Shepherd said before deactivating the communicat ions . "Athena set 
course to Ohma D'unat a low standard thrust. Give me a 
ETA. " 

Athena's golden form flashed into existence on the AI Panel in the 
deck. She stood out in the sea of standard ship droids that were 
working at their various panels. "ETA estimate of 3 minutes and 4 
seconds . " 

"Good. . . Also Athena charge up the Point Defense Network system and 
the MAC . I want to kick those bandits out of system as soon as I 
can. No need for any risks." 

"It's already been done. I'm one step ahead of you." 

Shepherd smiled slightly, "Perfect. Now, Athena how many ships are we 
looking at?" 

"There are twelve light frigates in orbit around the moon. All 
modified frigates of some sort. Low weaponry, however the Naboo 
Defense Eorce has sent their fleet to aid us. Currently I'm detecting 
the following vessels: _The Tails_, _The Governor_, and _The Harper_. 
All of them are DP20 frigates." Athena smirked, "No wonder the 
bandits decided to wreak some Havoc on Naboo. These frigates are the 
lightest stripped down ship you can buy. Eor Christ's sake, even a 
average Coruscant civilian could purchase one and work out the debt 
in a few decades time." 

"Then they'll definitely be needing our covering support. Tell them 
to side up on the _Harvest_ in a standard offensive line. Closed 
distance and tight intervals by fifteen kilometers." 

"The Message has been sent. " 

"Good . Now ..." 

Shepherd went ahead and activated a series of controls at the 
captain's terminal. A second later, the hole table that sat in the 
middle of the bridge, sprang to life. On the board, a small moon sat 
in a fixed position with twelve red dots orbiting it. Several million 
kilometers away a blue marker glided it's way to the moon. Behind it, 
where three green dots gaining up on the blue marker. 

As the green markers got closer, the blue marker suddenly had three 
red spheres expand outward, each one a different size but each with 
the blue marker in the very center. 

"Eriendly vessels approaching assigned positions." A droid spoke 
out . 


Shepherd looked away from the Holotable and toward the robotic droid. 



"Send a message to hold those positions, don't fire until the 
_Harvest_ engages full thrust." 

"Roger, Roger." 

Satisfied, Shepherd looked back at the Holotable. 

The most largest sphere soon got closer and closer to the dozen of 
red dots holding beside the moon. 

"Approaching far range zone of the MAC. Enemy vessels are clumping in 
a defensive position." A droid said. 

"Acquire firing solutions. MAC gun only." Shepherd 
commanded . 

Seconds later the droid gave the green light. "Firing solutions 
ready . " 

Shepherd smiled. "Fire." 

The deck shuddered as the MAC round was ignited. The 600-ton slug 
soared at it's target at 30,000 meters a second. And the frigates 
stood no molten depleted uranium crossed the distance in 10 seconds 
flat and due to the bandits' defensive clump, they could not maneuver 
out of the way. 

The Round sliced through the first bandit vessel it encountered and 
then the second and then a third before heavily damaging the forth at 
the end of the cluster. 

Seconds later, the three Initial vessels exploded into large fiery 
balls . 

Obviously both fleets excluding the _Harvest_ were in shock. And the 
_Harvest_ used that shock to target the remaining nine ships. 

"Three targets have been destroyed. One is heavily damaged." Athena 
informed Shepherd. 

"Full thrust now! Reload the MAC! Fire all Archers at all functional 
targets . " 

"Firing." A droid responded. 

With the enemy fleet in disarray the Archers crossed the open space 
in challenged. And they were deadly. 

Spouts of fire erupted across the hulls of the remaining frigates. 

The earlier damaged frigate was the first to go but not the 
last . 

The first wave of Archer missiles collided with the fleet's shields 
and quickly took them out. Shortly after the next waves of missiles 
easily penetrated the almost non existent armor that the ships had 
and exploded once they got underneath the ship's skin. 


By the time the Harvest reached halfway through the mid range zone 
the enemy fleet had been exterminated. 



Shepherd smiled. In the last year. He had been victim to bounty 
hunters. Even entire fleets of crime lords were attempting to kill 
him and destroy his ship. But the Harvest had currently no equal 
match in the "known Galaxy." And now, with every victory, the crime 
lords were rethinking trying to end him and the vessel. The billions 
of credits were not worth the billions of credits lost with every 
engagement . 

Seconds after the last bandit vessel moaned it's final communicat ion 
static, the Naboo vessel _The Tails_ contacted him. 

"_What in the nine corellian hells was that ! "_ Screamed the Naboo 
Captain the moment the hole projection popped up. 

"I'm sorry. Who is this?" Shepherd responded, surprised that a 
military captain would have such an outburst. But then he remembered 
that a majority of the Naboo Defense Force was militia and PMCs like 
himself 

However, The Naboo Captain seemed to realize his outburst and 
regained his composure but, he was obviously shaken up by the power 
of the Harvest. 

_"I am the Captain of the Tails and Admiral of the Naboo Defense 
Force. Now tell me what the Kriff was that ! "_ 

"Well, admiral. It was a kinetic weapon. My ship is equipped with 
what's useful. And Such weapons can be very effective. Now we have a 
ground situation I have to deal with. If your going to ask me of my 
tactics, please may we discuss so afterward?" Shepherd said, hoping 
to maneuver out of the topic of kinetic weapons. 

_" . . . we will . 

"Alright then." Shepherd smiled, "Athena set a course to Naboo. Prep 
the droids . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"They have five men at the mine's check in center, three within 
the mine shuttle entrance and a dozen three man patrols. They have 
heavy duty turrets ringed around the filtering factory with anti air 
and ground turrets." The Captain said as he and Shepherd crouched 
under some low tree branches and gazed out to the glowing mine in the 
horizon. "Our air support can't make it within ten kilometers of the 
mine before they're hit. Our tanks and ground troops have to make way 
through a open valley before they can approach the mine and those 
turrets are murderous . "<p> 

"Have you tried orbital bombardment?" Shepherd asked as he pulled his 
cloak further over his Spartan suit. "No. The company that owns the 
mine want it un damaged." 

"Business men. They just don't understand war. Captain Panaka, prep 
your soldiers for attack. Have them embark on any armored units you 
have and prepare for a crossing of the Valley. My droids will take 
care of the hostiles. We're attacking shortly before 
sunrise . " 


Captain Panaka frowned at the use of droids and it seemed he was 



going to protest, but then again, Naboo had fought a army of them a 
year ago. 

"I hope you know what you're doing Captain Shepherd." 

Shepherd nodded, "I'll contact you when to move your troops in." 

The Captain gave a quick goodbye and made his way through the thick 
forest where the Nabooian troops were stationed in. 

Looking away from where the Captain disappeared in the woods. 

Shepherd gazed outward to the mine in the distance. It was Completely 
bright, so bright in fact, that it seemed like it was a golden 
hill . 

The mine itself was built in fact, onto a large hill that dug into 
the side of a sheer cliff mountain resulting into a facility that had 
each layer of buildings higher than outward buildings. Because of 
this design, along with the open field around it, anyone inside the 
buildings or on the roofs had a clear sight all around the facility, 
the reason why it was one of the last bandit controlled areas to be 
attacked and still held by the enemy. 

Gazing down. Shepherd activated his Forearm Hole Control Pad (FHCP) 
and connected to the _Harvest_'s communicat ions . "Athena, prepare a 
few Longswords within a hour for air support. Once I take out the 
turrets in the mine send them in." 

_"Af f irmat ive . I'll also be calculating the droids shots. Good 
hunting and good luck. Athena out . 

Shepherd then closed the communicat ions and wavered the trio of droid 
snipers he had brought with him. 

Equipped with silenced SRS99D-S2's the droids would easily take out 
any of the guards in the mine. With improved tungsten 14.5 x 114mm 
AP-FS-DS rounds, anything the bandits had would go down to the shots 
without protest. As well, once they'd be in position and Shepherd 
gave the signal to engage, Athena would take over and make the extra 
calculations to increase the accuracy of the shots. 

Shepherd quickly hit a few actions on his FHCP and the droids spread 
out and made their way across a dozen of kilometers and to their set 
sniping positions. Each of them over two kilometers out, and with 
guided aiming by Athena, they would do their jobs right. 

As for Shepherd, he'd was going into the fray of things. Pulling off 
his cloak, a no longer traditional black Sith style but now more of a 
cross of a Jedi and Sith styles, it gave him his own distinction. 
Laying the cloak onto a nearby tree stump, he drew his M7S-Mk2 
Submachine, a improved weapon of the earlier version which ODST ' s 
used but now built with a much smaller bullet to the 5x23mm M443 
Caseless Eull Metal Jacket/. 197 Caliber rounds that it originally 
took increasing its magazine case to a 50 round magazine. Checking 
the various instruments of the weapon, and concluding he was 
satisfied with its state and that he was ready for action he leapt 
forward and made his way to the mine. 



><p>He crossed through the thick forest silently for a couple of 
hours before coming to the end of the forest and to the open valley. 
Forward of him was about a kilometer of open ground. Once lush grass 
now burned and scorched black. Series of Tank debris laid scattered 
across the open field. <p> 

Activating his Active Camouflage Shepherd sprinted several dozens of 
meters before taking cover behind a slab of metal tank hull that had 
been blown off. Despite the advancements that was made with Republic, 
Covenant, UNSC, and the limited Forerunner technology that was 
uncovered by the Master Chief and the legendary AI Cortana, Active 
Camouflage had not improved much. The energy cost was very costly and 
the Camouflage could only remain online at two minutes maximum with 
the set energy flow from Shepherd's Spartan suit Reactor. However, 
the Camouflage could last longer, but only if the user of the amour 
sacrificed other devices energy flows such as shielding and the 
various HUD filters. 

Now, Shepherd knew he could cross the open field in less than two 
minutes easily, but he Shepherd did not know how long it would be 
until he found a place to wait and recharge in the very lit Mine. 
Obviously, the bandits were taking no chances as the whole Mine was 
glowing in light. From the forest, the mine looked like a bright 
bulb. But from her. Shepherd could only see very few places he might 
be able to recover without a spotlight right over him. 

So, Shepherd decided to play it safe and slowly made his way across 
the field, moving between wreckage and wreckage letting his Active 
Camouflage recharge, while he was letting his armor recharge the 
various stealth devices webbed across his suit, the bandits began to 
move the Spotlights that shined over the walls and into the field. 
Maybe they had detected him. Or Maybe they had just gotten news of 
the Naboo Forces mobilizing. For whatever reason. Shepherd didn't 
care. All he cared was that his job just got a little 
trickier . 

Shepherd didn't want to destroy the facility, he wanted to a sabotage 
it. But now with his enemies on high alert, that idea just may need 
to be revised soon. 

But Shepherd decided that he'd figure that out later when he saw the 
state of activity in the mine. Continuing with his original plan. 
Shepherd made his way across the field. 

Soon, he reached the high seven meter wall that surrounded the mine. 
Undetected, he leapt over it and quickly took off to the nearest 
building there was. 

Sliding under the roof a massive factory he whipped around and 
trained his Submachine Gun on the entrance he came in. 

Active Camouflage was indeed very helpful, but if you moved to fast, 
anyone within close range could see the rippling of the Camouflage 
attempting to adapt to the surroundings. 

For the next few tense moments. Shepherd waited. But no one appeared. 
No alarms went off. 


Releasing a sigh of relief, he began to examine the building he was 
in. It was a doctors building, four stories high, but with no floors. 



However, at every ideal height for a next story was a set of windows 
alongside the wall with railings all around. As for the bottom floor, 
there were dozens of machines used for various means. 

Deciding he should plot his next course of action he moved over 
behind some equipment and set up with his sights on the main entrance 
and began to think. He knew the mine was built in a standard block 
layout with four or five factories a block. From his quick glance he 
got when he leaped over the wall, the streets were well maintained 
but trashed with equipment from the looting bandits. 

Shepherd shook his head. You'd think Naboo would had beefed up their 
security. Now they had a case of entrenched villains on their soil 
and once again need foreign aid. 

Shepherd decided he'd more information before he could formulate a 
plan so he made his way up to the railings on the second story and 
gazed out the boarded windows. At first the street was empty of any 
bandits but Suddenly a trio of men skirted around the corner of a 
factory building and began to sprint to the mine's wall. They didn't 
seem at all in a panic nor looking for anyone within their walls. So 
they must had detected the Naboo Troop movements. 

Shortly after those bandits rushed by, more followed completely 
oblivious to the infiltrator that was in the building right next to 
them. Once they passed. Shepherd began to look around. The streets 
were completely lit, there were no shadows at all. But the same could 
not be said for the inside of the buildings. The factory Shepherd was 
in was almost completely pitch black but that was no problem for 
Shepherd. His HUD would filter the darkness. 

Continuing to look out, he noticed that the buildings where very 
close together. Also he realized that all the buildings were build in 
a similar design. That meant the factory windows may be exactly next 
to the next factory's windows. 

Shepherd now knew how he'd move up to the turrets. 

Making his way up to the third floor or rails, he looked for a open 
or un boarded window. He found none, all of them were boarded up so 
he went ahead and slowly began to pry one open. Slowly, he took out 
the metal slabs that had been bolted onto the window and lay them 
down. It was a tricky business. Most likely, no one at the wall or 
turrets would here the metal falling down but if a patrol was running 
by, they would investigate. 

Eventually, Shepherd had the metal slabs of the window and laying on 
the rail floor. Now he went ahead and began to remove the window 
panes frame. That too was laid carefully onto the rail 
floor . 

Peeking his head out, he saw the same was done with the factory's 
windows across from him. 

Sighing in frustration he rough his head back in and tried to figure 
out how'd he open those windows without making any noise. 

There was no way he'd be able to remove the bolts that kept the metal 
slabs as they were boarded from the inside, along with the window 
frame. Even if he could reach them, it would take way to long. In 



order to be outside the building, he would need his Active Camouflage 
online so he wouldn't be spotted and there was no way it could last 
for that long. 

Looking around for another option he noticed that there were multiple 
hatches in the ceiling, however they were only accessible to a long 
lost ladder in the series of junk and machines on the bottom 
floor . 

But Shepherd knew that was no problem for him. The question was what 
would happen if he opened them. 

So he excluded that option and continued to look for more. 

His chance came with the sound of a engine. 

Outside there was a transport that coming from the wall and moving up 
to the higher levels of the mine. But what he noticed about it was 
that the transport was filled with crates and had a cover on 
them . 

Smiling Shepherd activated his Camouflage and sprinted outside the 
factory, but came to a slow jog to allow his Active Camouflage have 
time to change to his surroundings. 

He was ahead of the Transport, but it was coming toward him 
fast . 

Within moments it was beside him, the driver had noticed 
him . 

Leaping onto the back once the transport passed by him, he slid under 
the cover and next to the crates. Moving farther into the pile of 
crates, he deactivated his Camouflage and waited. 

Once the transport passed by the majority of the buildings, the 
transport came to a stop in a open roof building. 

Peeking his head out. Shepherd noticed that they had passed the 
turret encampment and that the building they were in was in fact the 
export building. Multiple cargo stellar craft were docked here and a 
multitude of bandits were hurrying crates and cargo into the 
ships . 

In the hurry and panic to get the crates of the crafts it seemed, one 
of the bandits dropped a crate. Spilling out came several jewels and 
precious ores. 

_So they where here to loot the factory. _ Shepherd thought. 

Luckily for him. Shepherd's transport was being unloaded yet and it 
gave him the chance to get out undetected and move out of the export 
building and into one of the farther downhill buildings that rose 
over the turret encampment . 

Rushing in, he made his way to the third floor railing and looked 
out . 

Gazing down he concluded that the Naboo Defense Forces' Intel was 
slightly off. Obviously their were more men here, just hidden away 



probably working in the mines, as now nearly a two dozen of bandits 
were manning the turrets or passing around weapons. While a good five 
dozen where at the walls and another few dozen in the export 
building. Now with a few manning the turrets. Shepherd could had 
taken the turrets out silently. But with so many he would have to go 
loud but he was still a couple of buildings away from the turret 
encampment. He had to get closer. 

Rechecking his Sub Machine gun was ready for action, he made his way 
down to the nearest building to the turrets. 

This time he wouldn't need to find a way through the buildings. It 
seemed the bandits where not in a fury of activity like before as a 
result, the streets weren't under such a watch as before. 

Letting his Active Camouflage reach full levels, he activated it and 
sprinted out of the building and toward the factory building only a 
few hundred of meters away. 

Rushing in, he realized he Maybe shouldn't had chosen the closest 
factory building. When he opened the door and ran in, five bandits 
that had been shuffling crates of ammunition turned around and saw 
the blurry outline of a armored humanoid figure coming at them. 

The bandits were caught off guard but Shepherd was not. 

"Shit!" Shepherd cursed as he brought his sub machine gun up to his 
shoulder. With four angry suppressed cracks he quickly killed the 
closes four but the fifth must have known what he was doing as he 
leapt to his right and rolled behind a moderately large grey 
machine . 

Shepherd too, rolled behind cover when he realized he wouldn't be 
able to salvage his stealth operation when he couldn't eliminate the 
fifth bandit. 

Shepherd barely made it into cover when the bandit popped into cover 
and unleashed several angry red bolts of energy at him. 

Continuing to Roll, Shepherd popped over the right side of his cover 
and fired a burst of bullets. But the bandit was smart and had taken 
back to cover when the bandit's Initial shots missed. 

Growling in anger. Shepherd fell back into cover and took a quick 
glance outside the main entrance. 

The bandits that were operating the turrets had heard the remaining 
bandit's laser shots, and the crews of the turrets were making their 
way over to the factory. 

Realizing that he was about to be attacked from behind and that he 
still had a bandit ahead of him, he grabbed a grenade from his belt 
and threw it out the entrance towards the group of bandits rushing 
the factory careful not to accidentally miss and have the explosive 
roll back into the ammunition building. 

Within that split second after throwing the grenade, he leapt over 
his cover and full pit sprinted the few meters between his Initial 
cover and the single bandit's cover. 



The bandit realized that his enemy was rushing his position and 
popped up to stop Shepherd but was surprised to find that Shepherd 
was already in front of him. 

However, the bandit did not freeze in shock and pulled the trigger 
releasing red bolts into Shepherd's chest. 

However, the bandit did freeze in shock when he realized that his 
weapon's shots where absorbed by the infiltrator's shield. 

But the bandit got no second chance to recover as Shepherd smacked 
the bandit across his side. Shepherd's Spartan armor and force skills 
enhancing the strength behind the attack. 

Throwing the bandit to his side. Shepherd raised his Sub Machine gun 
and fired a short burst into the bandit's chest killing him. Within 
that final moment however. Shepherd got for a split second to see the 
bandit's face. He was human and young. Too young. Just as young as 
those who were drafted into the UNSC forces shortly before the Fall 
of Reach. 

But Shepherd did not get a moment to grieve as he always did when he 
had to kill a human as a short Split second later. Shepherd's grenade 
went off. Screams followed along with a dozen red bolts soaring by 
Shepherd . 

Diving down his now new gained cover, he rolled to the right and 
popped back up and fired at the first few bandits to come through the 
entrance of the facility. 

The first bandit that was coming through the entrance, a Twi'lek, 
managed to point her gun to Shepherd's new position but immediately 
received a bullet to her chest. 

The next few bandits that had been following the Twi'lek also tried 
to manoeuvre their sights over Shepherd but they all received the 
same fate. It was the following bandits that realized that they were 
in a bottleneck and decided to chuck a grenade toward Shepherd's 
position . 

However, they must of been very stupid or suicidal as they had just 
thrown a explosive into a ammunition stockpile. And it seemed that 
the bandits realized this too as they tried to back out, but they 
already had a dozen men inside and they couldn't rush out. 

As for Shepherd, he had leapt up the the third floor using the force 
to enhance his leap along with the Spartan Armor increasing his 
spring. Landing onto the railing, the railing floor almost gave into 
the sudden weight of nearly a ton of armor but Shepherd ignored the 
sudden loss of balance and broke through the window. 

Flying through the air. Shepherd landed onto his feet and rolled so 
his legs didn't absorb all the energy. 

Shortly after returning to his feet, heat erupted behind him and 
light flashed. Turning around he saw the large plume of fire erupt 
outward, engulfing the dozen of bandits that had tried to 
escape . 


But the other bandits that hadn't entered the building decided they 



wouldn't share a similar fate and began to light up the armored man 
that had leapt out of the factory building. 

Giving no time to hesitate. Shepherd slide behind the nearest cover: 
a burning piece of machine that had been flung outside due to the 
blast . 

Not allowing his enemies to form up onto him. Shepherd popped up and 
fired several short bursts at the bandits that hadn't for behind 
cover yet . 

Returning to cover when several red lasers burned the machine metal 
beside him, he checked his HUD for his magazine count. Nine shots 
were left before he had to reload. Enough for him to make his way 
into another factory building. 

Looking to his right, he saw the burning wreckage of the factory he 
had just exited and looking to his left, he saw a similar sized 
factory. However he had to cross several meters before he would be 
able to get in. 

Checking his shields he found that they were half full and slowly 
raising . 

Grimacing he realized he should has never rushed that bandit. He may 
had came out unscathed but it had dropped his shields a little below 
half. Now, if he crossed the streets and entered the factory building 
he'd have Maybe no shielding at all. Of course, his armor would still 
absorb the blasts, but his Active Camouflage webbing would be 
compromised and he knew that he didn't have the exact resources to 
repair that . 

But if he stayed, he would be surrounded and he'd suffer the same 
fate. Maybe worst. Unconsciously his hand went to his hip and grasped 
his Energy Sword hilt but he stopped. He couldn't use his lightsaber 
like weapon, nor could he make any obvious displays of the force. He 
couldn't risk the Jedi Order noticing him. 

"Shit. What a cluster fuck I got my self in." Shepherd said to 
himself . 

Deciding he'd take the chance and run toward the factory building, he 
heard a body drop. Then another. Then a bandit screamed, 

"Sniper ! " 

Shepherd smiled. Athena had came in. 

Committing himself now, he rushed forward into the factory 
encountering little resistance. 

Sliding into cover he found that his shields hadn't dropped one bit. 
He smiled. 

Now, the real fight begins. Reloading his magazine, he delivered a 
fresh magazine to his Sub Machine gun and poked out the entrance. 

A multitude of bodies were scattered around. The several that had 
been caught by the explosion of the factory where nothing but bones 
and ash now, but a good two dozen bodies were laying on ground with 
either bullet holes from his gun or blown open skulls from the droid 



snipers. But he wasn't out of the fray yet. A dozen of bandits from 
the export building was making their way toward the turret 
encampment, careful of the snipers that had taken out a are amount of 
the turret encampment teams. As well as there were a half a dozen of 
bandits riding up toward the turret encampment from the walls in a 
transport craft. 

_Perf ect ._ 

Giving the bandits from the export building no time to get behind 
cover, he released several bursts. 

_Crack. Crack. Crack. _ 

Five bandits dropped immediately while the rest took cover. 

But Shepherd was having none of that; grabbing a grenade he chucked 
it behind the bandits cover and allowed gravity to take over. 

Due to the fact that the mine was built on a hill, the factories were 
built close together making quick maneuvers out of any equipment in 
the streets a open run and that anything thrown up the street would 
roll down. 

In a panic three bandits tried to run downward and into new cover, 
but they had no chance with Shepherd's watching eye. 

_Crack. Crack. Crack. _ 

Three dead. 

As for the four remaining, they took faith and prayed. When the 
grenade blew up, only one was left. The other three where cut by the 
grenade's shrapnel. 

The remaining bandit tried to pop up after the blast and suppress 
Shepherd but a unheard shot from around two kilometers away 
penetrated his skull and colored the bandit's cover in red. 

As for the transport, it hadn't reached the turret encampment yet, 
and Shepherd was planning it wouldn't reach it. 

Sprinting toward the turrets, he leapt into the seat of one and 
switched to the anti tank shells. Operating the controls he began to 
shift the sights on the transport. 

Obviously the bandits on the craft had noticed the turret as they 
were attempting to bail, but they were too slow. 

With one large _BOOM_ the transport was consumed with a large red 
bolt and shortly after exploded in a fiery wreckage. 

Shifting the turret, he took aim at the wall encampments. But he 
didn't do so without resistance. 

Angry red bolts collided with Shepherd's turret, but most 
missing . 


Shepherd grinned. With a series of clicks on the controls, the anti 
tank energy blasts collided with the wall. 



Bandits flew in several directions as he continued to fire all the 
shots the turret's energy she'll had. 


By the time he had exhausted the turret, the wall and nearly all it's 
fortifications were destroyed. Shepherd grimaced as he recalled that 
the business that owned the mine wanted to the facility 
undamaged . 

"Guess it's coming out of my paycheck." Shepherd grumbled as he leapt 
out of the seat. 

Gazing upward to the export building, he saw no more bandits had left 
the building. Instead, the Cargo Crafts where taking off. 

But now the turrets were offline and the faint whine of a Longsword 
flying in atmosphere was becoming noticeable. Shepherd smiled. 

For the bandit Cargo crafts, it seemed they'd be able to escape. But 
luck was not playing out for them today as three metal masses 
appeared through the clouds that had enveloped the night sky, and 
launched a dozen of missiles. 

Obviously, the bandits were not prepared for the barrage as the 
missiles collided into the unprepared cargo vessels, ripping them 
apart in plumes of fire. 

Shepherd smiled at the sight of the destruction of the craft. 
Activating his FHCP after reloading he called the Naboo forces. "The 
turrets are down. Move up." 

_"Repeat? The turrets are down?"_ 

"Affirmative, the turrets are down." 

_"Forces are now inbound. ETA ten minutes. See you soon."_ 

The line then went dead. 

Shepherd looked up at the export building as the second wave of cargo 
craft attempted to take off. "Time to finish this." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Shepherd was sitting down on the mass of rubble that once was the 
walk of the mining facility by the time Captain Panaka and his forces 
arrived. Nearly every soldiers' mouth was hanging open as Shepherd 
casually walked up to the convoy that was approaching the mine's 
gates . <p> 

Completely covered In his MJOLNIR Mark VII, and with a platoon worth 
of dead bandits behind him, he approached the Captain's tank. "So, 
how did I do?" 

Now, Shepherd wasn't really tall. In fact, he stood only a little 
taller than the average human. He hadn't gone under such extensive 
augmentations under the Sith in fear it may kill him. They only did 
what was necessary that the newly, less demanding MJOLNIR armor could 
be worn. 



In fact, the new spartan armor was tremendously less bulky and over 
equipped than the previous generations so there was little to narrow 
down why the Captain gave shepherd a reply similar to that of a fish. 
Panaka's mouth unable to form words. Shepherd decided to answer his 
own question for him. "Yes?" 

"Y-Y-Yes . " 

"Great." Shepherd said, "Oh and here." Shepherd reached out and 
handed the Captain a hole pad. "It's seems that the Trade Federation 
wanted to give a final gift." 

After the last of the Cargo craft were destroyed. Shepherd decided to 
salvage whatever information he could. There was no way any bandits 
would had attempted to raid a capital world of a sector without a 
payer. Someone larger had to orchestrated the whole scheme. Someone 
to out give weapons, ships, armor. And lo and behold it was none 
other than Naboo ' s greatest enemy the Trade Federation. 

Panaka's features quickly changed from a gawking awe to a raging 
anger. "Those bastards!" 

"I suggest you check out the rest of this mine. There is evidence 
everywhere . " 

"I will." 

"Well, I'm leaving. My job is done in till something else pops 


Shepherd what to walk off, his EVAC site was a few kilometers 
out . 

"Shepherd?" The captain called out. 


"Yes?" 


"Who are you?" 

"I am the Last Son of Earth." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Shepherd lazily swished the alcohol in it's glass bottom before 
gulping it down. A fourth shot in at a local Bar in some Naboo town, 
he wasn't every beginning to feel any effects of the "high grade 
alcohol," the bar had.<p> 

"Pff, I want some vodka." He said to himself. Alcohol in Republic 
controlled space was weak compared to Earth's alcoholic 
beverages . 

"_Onto our next report, we have the highly heated conversation of 
Reach PMC Commander Shepherd. 

Looking up. Shepherd saw the hologram that was actively showing a 
young female human news reporter standing in the middle of the 
destroyed wall of the mining facility. 

_"As you can see, the entire Wall of the once captured mining 



facility is destroyed. And now look around. The carcasses of tanks 
and Transports lay across the fields around this wall, and despite 
the NDF ' s strength, they could not gain control of the wall much less 
destroy it. Now the Reach Private Military Company has utterly 
destroyed the entrenched bandits with absolutely no 
casualties . 

_"A few of the soldiers under Captain Panaka's command said, upon 
seeing the PMC Commander waiting for them at the entrance of the 
facility, that Shepherd was armored with something they had not seen 
ever before. 

Images of Shepherd fully clad in his MJOLNIR Mark VII while he was 
talking to the Captain suddenly where displayed. 

Shepherd clutched his cloak when he noticed several other patrons of 
the bar watching the feed. All he wanted was to have a quiet 
celebration; a job well done. 

_"These images where caught from many of the soldiers' helmet 
cameras. However, little is know what the Commander looks like under 
his armor. Only secured files in his PMC contracts and legal files 
contain such inf ormat ion . 

The footage changed back to the reporter. _"As for Captain Panaka, we 
have requested a meeting about this Commander. But he has denied, 
saying any information that we wish for must be asked directly from 
the Commander who Captain Panaka says 'Is very busy helping maintain 
the security of Naboo and the Chommel Sector. 

_"Many questions have raised with this new PMC and specifically this 
Commander. Shortly ago, we received a full report of the battle with 
the bandits in Space. The report claims that Commander Shepherd's 
flagship uses kinetic weaponry that has the capability of 'gutting 
four ships from prow to stern.' The Commander's flagship the 
_Harvest_ directly and single handedly destroyed the entire bandit 
fleet . 

_"Who is this Commander? Little information is known. There are no 
public records of his birth world, his education, and his PMC's rise 
other the jobs previous. We are currently attempting to contact past 
employers ... "_ The words dwindled off as Shepherd's interest 
decreased . 

They don't know anything, he thought. Better leave it like 
that . 

"Mind if I sit here?" A high pitched warbling voice spoke out behind 
Shepherd, seemingly directed to the lone empty seat beside him. 

"Do I?" Shepherd turned around to face the person, scowling when he 
found it was a Ayrou. 

Avian like the Jackals of the Covenant, Shepherd had a grace distrust 
of the species. Especially when a certain crew of the species had 
tried to kill him back on Kaellin-III while he was acting as a guard 
force for some human scientists that was trying to uplift the local 
primitive human population. Despite his efforts, the Ayrou bounty 
hunters had killed a scientist and a few human locals in the 
firefight that had ensued earning Shepherd no love for the Ayrou 



species. They already looked too much like the damn Jackals and some 
had killed a few humans in front of Shepherd's eyes. For Shepherd, 
their species had earned a bad name in his book despite the fact that 
the Ayrou in majority strived for knowledge and peace. 

"Is there a problem if I take that seat?" The bird like creature 
asked in its annoying high pitched warble as it's feather ruffled at 
the sudden bloodthirsty aura that surrounded the human. 

"Hmm." Shepherd complicated. "No. I have a friend that's stopping by 
while I'm off work. Saving him a spot." He lied. 

"Too, bad. I Was looking forward to some Nabooian Ale. Say... You 
look familiar..." 

"I get that a lot..." Shepherd growled. Obviously the alien has 
noticed Shepherd's attitude to the avian but yet the damn bird was 
attempting to make conversation! 

"Oh!" The Ayrou ' s eyes widened, "You're the Captain of that PMC that 
took out the bandits in system several hours ago! Tell me why do you 
use kinetic weapons?" 

"Why would you like to know..." Shepherd's attitude had changed from 
the common anger he got when he saw their kind to suspicion. Usually, 
their species liked to hoard things and collect information, but if 
things looked tense, the Ayrou kind usually bolted as soon as 
possible. This Ayrou had the moment to take off when Shepherd had 
said 'No.' But the avian hadn't. 

"Oh! I'm sorry! I can see your confusion. I'm Klau'tu, a reporter for 
the Maya Kovel broadcast. I personally travel to worlds that have 
experienced violent turmoil. Naboo is Obviously a key choice after 
the Battle of Naboo-" Shepherd chuckled. "I'm sorry, is something 
wrong? " 

"No, no, no. It's just the fact that you speak of the Trade 
Federation's occupation of Naboo as if it was a major significant 
turning point in a war." Shepherd began to chuckle again, until it 
became a booming laugh that echoed through the bar. Chatter stopped, 
the mood darkened, all eyes turned on the Captain. 

"I... I don't understand. The Battle of Naboo, was significant. It 
was-" 

"A show of how the Republic failed in keeping Naboo safe. Hundreds 
died when Naboo was invaded and the Republic shrugged it off. Yet, it 
took a small band of Palace guards, two Jedi, and a _boy_ to destroy 
the entire Trade Federation army. What do I call that..? Guess." 
Shepherd had a strange glint in his eyes. Something struck a nerve in 
Shepherd when the Jackal like creature spoke of the famous Battle of 
Naboo . 

"I... I... Really don't know." Klau'tu voice warbled at a even higher 
pitched voice, fear evident, as bloodlust was literally rolling off 
Shepherd in waves. Or was is irony? 

"Luck. Damn luck." Shepherd hissed before grabbing Klau'tu's cloak. 

"I have seen _war_. I have seen what real battle is. What real 
_suffering_ is. And it is no walk on the park, it's no after day 



celebration. It is rebuilding, mourning, lost. And in some cases, 
there is _nothing_ to rebuild. That. Is. Battle." Shepherd let go of 
his grasp. 

"But what am I to say to those who have lead such sheltered lives 
from the evils that lurk the Galaxy. After all, it's why I formed my 
PMC. To end that evil." 

Shepherd took his last shot that was still full that laid on the 
counter . 

Savoring the war burning sensation that went down his throat and 
fueled the fire in his stomach he slammed the glass down. "But yet 
that evil will always exist, and one day, their may be no one strong 
enough to hold it back." 

Done with the conversation, and realizing he may just kill someone if 
anyone pressed him anymore. Shepherd gracefully walked his way to the 
exit aware to the piercing shocked stares. Yet he ignored them. The 
majority were from aliens. Aliens that had in some way done him wrong 
in the past year. But Shepherd had to realize sooner or later that a 
few bad people don't resemble the morals of the whole race. His hate 
for non-humans blinded him. And he would have to learn it the hard 
way . 

Once he cleared the main doorway, his FHCP began to vibrate, alerting 
him to a message. 

"Yes?" He answered. 

"_It ' s Athena. We have something popping up in system and the Naboo 
Defense force wants you to check it out. ASAP . 

"I'll be in the _Harvest_ in ten." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Shepherd stood at the observation room of the Harvest listing in 
on the transmission he had received from the Naboo Defense Force as 
he gazed out to the planet his ship was protect ing . <p> 

_"We have just detected Unknown signals in System. A similar signal 
patter to previous Bandit activity. The signal popped up and 
disappeared multiple times. Shortly later a distress signal was 
detected on the far side of the planet Widow, in system, before 
disappearing seconds after contact. However, we managed to cut a 
snippet of the distress signal. The Naboo Gaurd informed 
Shepherd . 

"Play it." Shepherd said, his eyes transfixed on the planet. 

_"This is the _Endurance_, we've been attacked... Out of no where... 
Sensors... Reactor crit ical . . . "_ The recording stopped 
playing . 

"_This is all we were able to make out. And With your ship's superior 
fire power, we want you to check this out . 


"Gladly." Shepherd nodded back before closing communicat ions . "Athena 
set course to Widow at standard thrust. Give me a ETA." 



Athena's golden form stood out in the sea of droids that were working 
at their various panels. "ETA estimate of 17 minutes and 33 
seconds . " 

"Prepare all weapon systems... " Shepherd pursed his lips. "I have a 
bad feeling about this." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>3lBBY2581 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 

**Chommel Sector, Naboo System, Orbiting Planet Widow, Aboard 
Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the Harvest** 

"It looks like Mars." Was Shepherd's first comment upon seeing Widow 
in person. 

"Well it's red. And desolate. No wonder they called it Widow." Athena 
replied . 

"Yeah... Anything on the sensors?" 

"Nothing. Were alone in this area of space." 

Shepherd licked his parched lips, "Communications?" He had a real bad 
feeling about this. Something was really off. 

"Not a thing other than Naboo static waves." 

"Heat signatures? Electronic pulses?" 

"Where in the midst of a empty field Shepherd." 

Shepherd sighed before making his way to the viewer screen. 

The reddish dune planet shined on the view screen. The sun was just 
beginning to drop under it's eastern horizon from Shepherds view 
which gave a startling dark red light. Several rays crossed over the 
blazing sun, a meteor shower. Each of the blazing asteroids were 
glowing a deep red. But one of them was very bright. 

A too bright of a light. 

Eyes widening he jumped back, "Athena run hyper thermals!" 

Suddenly the screen turned into several hues of blues appeared over 
the dead space and slight pinkish colors appeared over the planet's 
surface. However, unlike normal thermals. Hyper Thermals apply a 
extreme level of slight difference. Where normal thermals show a 
little range of hues. Hyper Thermals gave millions of different 
values of a single hue. And where the red light was, there was a very 
light reddish outline of a sleek arrow like ship that was a slight 
several lighter hues then the asteroids. 

But the problem about Hyper Thermals was that the naked eye was 
required to shape out the possible design of slight heat signatures 
or a AT checking it as the hues where so extensive that a dumb AT or 
any script could not detect it. In a overall sense, the craft had so 
much heavy stealth fields that normal sensors wouldn't even pick the 



ship up, something that was entirely off. The _Harvest_ was built 
with some of the most advanced technology available to the Sith. 

Which only meant one thing, but Shepherd had no time to make such a 
conclusion yet as the outline was on a straight course for the 
_Harvest 

"Activate all the close range weaponry. Fire!" Shepherd 
screamed . 

Alongside the hull of the _Harvest_, dozens of crimson flashes 
appeared before trails of lasers erupted from their red origins and 
triple the amount of lasers, appeared puffs of smoke. Large sums of 
"slugs," were ejected out toward the incoming ship. 

A normal pilot would have been blown to bits even if he was prepared 
for the incoming onslaught. But when the lasers and 50mm bullets were 
seconds from making contact, the ship would weave it's way through 
the path of the deadly rays and slugs with outstanding precision and 
in a sort of a way. . . A dance. 

Shepherd immediately knew only certain people could operate like 
that. And only one was currently open for any sort of open engagement 
with Shepherd. 

"Tyranus." Shepherd hissed. Finally after a year of bandit chases and 
bounty hunters, the Sith now show themselves. 

The craft continued to weave in and out of the incoming fire but he 
was still a. Long ways out. Long enough for a certain 
weapon . 

"Athena activate the ION Cannon! Launch fighters to keep him within 
range ! " 

"On it." 

Moments later, a dozen MK2 Long swords emerged from the belly of the 
Harvest. Similar to it's older brother model, the MK2 Longswords 
features a series of blasters as well as it's multiple 'slug thrower' 
weaponry. As well as the fighter held a Covenant-Trade Federation 
Hybrid shield system. The new systems made the younger brother model 
into a more formidable fighter craft. 

Sadly the craft was piloted by droids. Athena had coded the droids' 
software with a more improved combat system and a self control system 
so they did not require a mother ship like the Trade Federation had, 
but the droids' hardware was no where near to a sentient beings 
conscious much less Athena's. 

The Longswords quickly crossed the dozens of kilometers of empty 
space between then and Dooku before engaging. But the other craft did 
not attempt to nagger the Longswords but continued to weave in and 
out of fire: Flying toward the Harvest. 

"Current status," a droid said from his console. "Unknown hostile 
craft has passed the middle mark of close range weaponry." 

"At this rate the ICN Cannon won't be able to fire on him!" Shepherd 
cursed . 



"I'm activating reverse thrusters! Speed is increasing by 3 kilometer 
a second!" Athena informed. 

"Enemy craft has passed the quarter mark." Responded a droid. 

"ION Cannon status!" 

"67% charged." 

Shepherd stared out into the firefight. He knew that Dooku had 
managed to evade the ION cannon and now it was only a matter of time 
before he boarded the ship. 

"Athena, " Shepherd growled. "Remove all the droids out of the hangers 
and prepare for a upload to my suit." 

"... got it . " 

**End of Part II: Chapter I 
><strong> 

**Hello everyone and thank you for being patient with this story. 
Also, Im quite surprised to see how many people have put this story 
under their favorites and follows lists. I'm very thankful for your 
support. As well, I'd like to thank my Beta reader TheMetaReborn* * . 
**He has been a great supporter of this fanfiction and put himself 
forward to help me in writing this story. I'm very grateful for the 
time he has put into helping me as well as giving me suggestions.** 
**Thank you.** 

**As for all of you who have Reviewed, Eavorited and Eollowed, I 
cannot express my thanks to all of you. You guys inspire me to 
write . * * 

**Thank you all and may we begin the 2nd Part of The Last Son of 
Earth, ** 

* *NewWorldEict ion* * 


7. Part II: Chapter II 
**Part II** 

**Chapter ii** 

_ "Let no one here question our place in human history. That we are 
here right now is not a coincidence or accident . It is our fate. And 
this war, our birthright, our legacy. Our generation was born to 
fight the Covenant, and you, my fellow soldiers, were born for this 
very day. Today the enemy will hear the roar of humanity, and they 
will fear us . 

_ a€"Colonel Akono Menteith to 12,000 men and women during the 
Covenant siege of Actium, May 10, 2545_ 

**31BBY/2581 UNSC MILITARY TIME** 


**Chommel Sector, Naboo System, orbiting planet Widow, Aboard 
Autumn-class Heavy Cruiser the Harvest** 



Shepherd found Dooku waiting patiently amongst the mounds of 
destroyed droids in Launch Bay 5. The droids, which had been armed to 
the teeth, laid sprawled across the room and seemed to had been cut 
to pieces with extreme ease. 

Other then the destroyed droids, no other damage was found. The 
Pelicans and Longswords that had been stocked onto the Harvest thanks 
to the Trade Federation were still in good condition. Some crates had 
been scattered on multiple levels of the docking panels of the 
hanger. Even all the way to the highest point of the docking bay, 
where droid snipers had been positioned. Obviously, Dooku had used 
his surroundings to his aid. 

Too bad however, that the Sith knew already that the rounds which the 
SRS99C fired could still penetrate a lightsaber. But it seemed that 
Dooku had avoided the snipers despite their long range and well 
placed beats and took them out as well. 

"Spartacus." The Sith Apprentice of Darth Sidious voiced. No emotions 
were evident in his tone nor any in his facial structure. He was 
completely calm as any diplomat should, and that ' s what put Shepherd 
on his guard. 

"Tyranus. I must ask what you are doing that required to be so close 
to the very world the Sith orchestrated a attack on only a mere year 
ago?" Shepherd questioned with his helmet detached at his 
side . 

"Shouldn't I be asking you the same?" 

"TouchA©. " 

One of Tyranus ' eyebrows rose before he came to a understanding a 
spilt second later. He chuckled. "I forget how diverse your culture 
is Shepherd. Hundreds of different languages, ideologies, and 
technologies all originating from a single planet while the rest of 
the Galaxy only scratches the surface of such a diversity in a single 
nation alone . " 

Shepherd allowed himself a slight neutral smile. "Indeed. But I 
believe your not here to talk with me about the culture of my 
people . " 

"You're correct . " Tyranus smiled coldly. 

"Well get to the point then. Why are you here Tyranus." 

"As you know, Sidious created a early warning system to watch the 
growth of the Covenant. Recent reports have shown their military is 
almost on par to pre war levels." Tyranus continued, "As well, you 
also know about Kamino and the clones." 

"The point?" 

"When the clone armies are finished, we can build a new Sith Empire. 
The Galactic Empire. Once we do that, we will be as united as 
possible and have the backings of thousands of worlds to battle the 
Covenant ! " 



Shepherd smirked, "Tell me something I don't know Dooku. As well, I'd 
like you I inform me where I would come into play in all of 
this ? " 

"Well to get to the point, you would lead the campaigns against the 
Covenant . " 

"And with what? Ships outfitted with UNSC and Covenant technology? 
Maybe Forerunner as well? Yeah that might give the Covenant a 
challenge, but we all know what was on Earth and Reach. How many more 
Forerunner relics were scattered through out the UNSC? By now, how 
many of those relics have been reengineered? Oh also don't forget 
that Sidious built the Harvest and he lost it to me. I don't think 
that insult has cooled off yet. The only reason I see you here is to 
simply try to re-recruit me and take what I kept from the Sith. Then 
once all that is used up, you will dispose of me." Shepherd drew his 
Energy Sword while throwing on his helmet, "Don't insult me Tyranus . 
You now have two options: die or leave! Your decision." 

"Very well. If you won't come back to the Sith willingly, I will kill 
you and take what we need." Tyranus said as he slide his lightsaber 
into his grasp and began to loosen his Sith cloak. 

Shepherd growled, "Let's see you try." 

A split second later. Shepherd leaped forward with unimaginable 
speed. Enhanced by his Spartan suit as well as the force and his 
augments. Shepherd crossed the empty meters of hanger that was 
between him and the Sith Lord within a second. However, when he 
brought down his Energy Blade, he came across a problem. 

The Sith Lord had whipped out his ruby red blade and met Shepherd's 
Energy sword. But that was not the problem. It was that, even though 
Tryanus was slightly pushed back by the attack, when their blades 
connected, Tyranus held strong against Shepherd's superior 
strength . 

Jumping backward before the Sith could counter Shepherd saw Tryanus 
smirk. Dropping his Sith cloak. Shepherd realized this fight had just 
became more complicated. 

"Damn it." 

As under his cloak, Dooku wore modified SPI armor. 

Suddenly Athena chimed in his suit. "I'm scanning his armor and... 
Well it ain't your normal SPI armor. Yes, it still has the features 
of the Mark II used by Beta Company during the Spartan III project. 
But Tyranus version has light shielding, a power suit skeleton frame 
and a jet pack as well as built on weapons similar to the weapons 
used by bounty hunters: Flamethrowers and lasers." 

"Good to know." Shepherd said as he looked over Tyranus cautiously 
preparing for the Sith's usual verbal assaults that he gave 
throughout battles. 

However, Dooku did not gloat. Instead he leapt upward using the force 
to propel him to the higher levels of the Hanger. Landing onto a 
docked Pelican on the third docking floor of the five level hanger he 
aimed his wrist at Shepherd. Red lights spewed from the mounted gun 



on the SPI armor and soared toward Shepherd. 


"Look out!" Athena called. 

Shepherd quickly reacted and blocked the ruby lasers. The energy 
being absorbed into his Energy Sword. But the barrage kept coming and 
he could feel the blade warming. The problem about a Energy Blade was 
it absorbed lasers, thus slowly overloading the heat reduction 
systems as well as the programs that kept the plasma 'd shape. Not 
only that, since the Energy Sword absorbed laser bolts, it didn't 
reflect then. As a result, Dooku had a very large advantage over 
Shepherd in long ranged fights. 

But Dooku wasn't the type to stick to a single weapon. As Dooku 
continued to lay down fire on Shepherd, Dooku used his free hand to 
manipulate the force. 

A second later a warning echoed throughout the force just as Athena 
screamed, "Duck!" 

Throwing himself to the ground, a previously hanger secured Warthog 
sped over Shepherd's opting body from behind missing him by inches. 
But he had no time to slow down. 

Rolling to his right. Shepherd took cover behind a set of Hanger 
secured Warthogs . Looking around wildly for a way to get at Tyranus, 
while at the same time cursing his own stupidity of not bringing with 
him some sort of gun for a situation like this. 

His eyes eventually glided over the series of weapons scattered 
across the floor by the dismantled droids. Nearly all of then where 
close to medium range weapons but with Dooku 's agility. Shepherd 
wouldn't land a single shot. But then he spotted a AIE-486H Heavy 
Machine Gun. A devious grin came upon Shepherd's face. 

"Oh, don't tell me your going to..." Athena said before Shepherd cut 
her off. 

"Alright, Athena, can you access the computers for the Hanger clamp 
that's holding up the Pelican Dooku us on?" 

" Yes . Of course . " 

"When I get to that HMG, you pull Dooku 's clamp once I got him 
suppressed. Drop the clamp on my mark, I will only have two hundred 
rounds maximum!" Shepherd told the AI . 

"Got it!" 

"Then let's put this plan in action!" Shepherd yelled before he leapt 
out of cover and made his way toward the HMG in a full out sprint 
resulting in being to fast for most of the bolts. Only a few of 
Tyranus' lasers hit there mark however. Shepherd's shielding 
held . 

Coming upon the Heavy Machine Gun, Shepherd ripped it off its mount 
and brought the gun to his hip. Pulling down the trigger, flames and 
bullets spewed toward the Sith Lord who scrambled to get out of the 
way . 



Ducking under a docked Pelican, Tyranus would pop up occasionally to 
fire a few shots under Shepherd's suppressive fire. 


Marching his way towards Tyranus, Shepherd came under the Pelican 
that Dooku had now taken cover on top of. 

"Now Athena!" 

A split second later the hanger clamp opened, leaving the Pelican and 
by extension Tyranus to the effects of gravity. Falling, the Pelican 
crashed on the docked craft beneath it until it flattened into the 
hanger floor. However, the Sith Lord did not appear from the wreckage 
but instead from one of the other docked Pelicans the crashed Pelican 
had nearly collided with on its way down. 

But, Dooku was indeed shocked momentarily which allowed Shepherd to 
drop the HMG which had a few rounds left and leap onto the same 
Pelican the Sith occupied. 

Tyranus barely had time to deflect the Energy Blade that came upon 
him. Grunting he rolled out of Shepherd's next strike and over edge 
of the Pelican. 

Free falling, he activated the SPI armor's jet pack launching him 
into the air. However, Shepherd was having none of that and using his 
force abilities, he jumped across the towards Tyranus. 

Swiveling in mid air to face Shepherd, Dooku unleashed a fury of 
force lighting, which caught Shepherd and forced him backward and 
tumbling to the ground. 

With a loud clunk. Shepherd crashed into the ground but he did not 
stop moving. Leaping onto his feet as fast as he could, he sprinted 
toward the flying form of Tryanus and leapt upward ignoring the bolts 
of lasers that collided with his shields. 

Tackling the Sith in mid air, the two came spiraling to the ground, 
leaving both scrambling to their feet. But, Dooku was faster and took 
the chance to put Shepherd on the defense. Rushing forward, the 
Sith's Satanic red lightsaber was ignited and swung downward upon the 
rising ex-Sith. 

"Shepherd!" Athena cried. 

Bringing his Energy Sword upward. Shepherd caught the blade between 
the double prongs of his blade. Dooku 's eyes widened in realization 
and attempted to backup but Shepherd wasn't letting this chance pass 
up. So he quickly hooked the ruby blade out of the Sith's hands while 
simultaneously kicking him in the gut. 

The SPI armor was not strong enough for the amount of force behind 
the kick resulting the armor denting inward right before Dooku was 
sent sprawling on to his back. 

Shepherd gave no leverage and rolled backward, using the force to 
call Dooku 's lightsaber into his free hand. He then Rushed forward, A 
blinding white Energy Sword in one hand and a ruby red Lightsaber in 
the other, he closed the minimal distance between the two force 
users . 



Realizing what was coming, Dooku brought both hands up and let loose. 
One arm spewed fire from the mounted flame thrower and the other 
force lighting. 

Colliding into Shepherd's shields, it was enough to deplete the 
already low levels. 

Energy shields collapsing. Shepherd kept moving forward, ignoring the 
several warnings that the suit was giving off as the electricity 
danced alongside his suit. 

But it was enough for Dooku. The electricity and fire had slowed 
Shepherd slightly allowing Dooku to get on his two feet and speed 
backward . 

Using his agility, Dooku dodged the upcoming strikes that came upon 
him. In the fury of battle, the Sith pulled the force to him and 
unleashed it outward. 

Throwing Shepherd back several dozen meters, he jumped back up to 
hear Athena yell once again, "Duck!" 

Following her warning. Shepherd lurched down as a warthog flew over 
him . 

Looking toward Dooku, Shepherd saw the Sith levitating a few nearby 
objects: Crates, another Warthog and several droid corpses. Then they 
all came soaring at him. 

Shepherd grunted as the numerous objects collided with him and sent 
him flying, his Energy Sword and Dooku ' s lightsaber leaving his 
hands . 

Skidding on the polished metal floor, he sensed the danger in the 
force and rolled to his side and behind the previous thrown Warthog 
that laid beside him. Dodging the several ruby bolts, he looked for 
his Energy Sword. 

Spotting it in the assorted wreckage that now laid scattered across 
the Hanger, he used the force and pulled it into his grasp. Igniting 
it as he felt the torrent of lasers subside. Shepherd leapt out of 
the Warthog cover and clashed with the red blade in front of 
him. 

The two force users swung, jabbed and blocked. ECG other throwing 
attack after attack, counter after counter at each other. The fury of 
red and white filled the center of the Hanger. 

Slashing vertically, Dooku attempted to stay out of the double 
pronged blade's trap. And Shepherd knew this; that type of attack 
only worked once. Quickly thinking as the fight slowly drew into a 
stalemate. Shepherd brought the force to his aid and followed 
Tyranus ' example. 

Wreckage and debris soared toward the two, however. Shepherd knew 
what was coming and jumped upward and out of the way as the objects 
continued on there way toward Dooku. 

In response, Dooku slashed through much of the debris, leaving him 
almost unscathed; his shields slightly drained. 



Landing on his feet. Shepherd assaulted Dooku as the Sith recovered 
from the previous attack. 

Both of their blades met over and over as the two tried to get a edge 
over each other. In a attempt to once again disarm Tryanus, Shepherd 
performed a feint to the right while bring a force punch upward and 
directed at Dooku 's wrist from the left. 

The Sith realized too soon. The sound of bone shattering echoed 
throughout the hanger just as Dooku screamed and pedaled in reverse 
desperately trying to gain some room between each other. 

But Shepherd sensed Tyranus ' plight and pressed his advance knowing 
full well that straight up close combat was where Dooku could not 
keep a equal fight at the moment. 

Slashing left and right. Shepherd managed to nick Dooku across the 
right cheek. As a result, a burning red cut emerged. 

"Blast it!" Cried Tyranus as he was pushed back further, his back 
getting ever closer to the Hanger wall as the pain from the plasma 
cut soared throughout his face. 

Desperate to find a way out of this predicament, Tyranus concentrated 
on all the pain he had received in this battle and called upon the 
Dark side. 

Eyes sapping open from their previous narrowed concentrated state. 
Shepherd hurriedly leapt backward to escape the blast of force energy 
that spewed out of Dooku moments later. 

"You!" The Sith hissed as Shepherd leveled his Energy Sword at ready, 
"Darth Sidious claimed that you could be turned back! That you were a 
child compared to us! You are! But you are not worth the Sith's 
time ! " 

In a flurry, Dooku quickly turned around and full out sprinted while 
using the force to pass through the hallway that connected into the 
Hanger . 

"Shit! Athena!" Shepherd yelled as he took after Dooku. 

"Already on it ! " Athena chimed in as she connected to the Harvest ' s 
control systems. 

"Keep the doors he's already passed open, move droids into his path, 

I want-" Shepherd commanded as he past around a corridor, trying to 
lock onto the location of the spike of darkness in the force. 

Athena cut Shepherd off. "He's cutting down the doors!" 

"What!?" Shepherd exclaimed as he leapt over a split metal door 
panel. The cleaved door was still read hot. 

"I don't know what's gotten to that blasted idiot, but I'm pretty 
sure the closest thing now that could stop him is a hanger door or 
the armory blast doors ! " 


"Oh man... Where's he headed?" Shepherd moaned in dread. The 



Harvest's design was based all around UNSC ships both inside and out 
which meant they were built with very few blast doors. Instead they 
had lockable bulkheads incase area of the ship where ripped open. 
However, those shutters weren't that thick surprisingly. 

"Uhh.. He's pretty erratic... Oh no. Shepherd take a left now!" 

Athena panicky commanded in which Shepherd followed. 

"What, what, what!" 

"He's making full speed for the engine room!" 

"Son of a sow!" Shepherd cursed, using a term he had picked up in the 
last year. "If he screws with the hyper drive and the Slipspace, we 
will be dead in the water for any pirates to attack!" 

"He's almost to the engine room. The Bulkheads aren't doing 
anything ! " 

Shepherd took a corner down into the main engineering hallway. Droids 
that had been sent to secure the hallway where scattered on the floor 
in bits and pieces. 

"Shepherd! He's- to the right!" 

Shepherd slid to his right and into the the storage room that he had 
been passing. He had just passed through the door when the door slide 
to a close and a rolling wave of flame consumed everything in the 
main engineering hallway. 

"Thanks . " 

"He just blew one of the secondary fusion drives!" 

"How- never mind, where is he?" Shepherd asked as he slide open the 
door. The Hallway was scorched black. 

"He's taking off his SPI armor on the Slipspace. Shepherd run quick, 
the SPI suit has explosives built in it!" 

Shepherd didn't even acknowledge at this point. His fear was turning 
into anger; No one messes with his ship. 

Another dozen seconds of sprinting through the generic gray hallways 
and he arrived in the main engine room. His eyes quickly glided over 
the room analyzing the situation. The SPI armor was attached onto one 
of the core reactors that powered the Two FTL drives on the Harvest 
and the main systems throughout the ship. Out of the corner of his 
eye he saw the Sith Lord rushing through another hallway, but he was 
not so worried as he knew that hallway lead to a dead end storage 
room . 

As a result, he got to work on the SPI amour first. 

Ripping it off the cool metal of the reactor's cover, he quickly 
rummaged through the built in pack of the Armor. He quickly found a 
small metal case that had been wired to the suit's power 
source . 


Pulling the cover off the casing, several multicolored wires were 



visible . 


"Athena give me a run through." 

"I'm scanning. Pull out that green wire first, then find something to 
cleanly cut the blue wire at it's base." 

"Got it." Shepherd responded as he ripped out the green wire. A short 
second later he flicked out a knife and dug into the blue wife's 
base . 

"What next?" 

"Now, you need to disable the suit's power source. Flip over - 
Shepherd- ! " 

Shepherd sensed it first before Athena detected it on her sensors. 
Rolling to his left missing the laser bolt barely, he ignited his 
Energy Sword and charge the Sith which had just fired at 
him. 

However, Dooku did not bother to truly confront Shepherd. Instead, he 
rushed forward and delivered a few strikes before he leapt over 
Shepherd. Within a second. Shepherd had turned around to see Dooku 
slash through his suits armor causing it's minor Energy core to reach 
a unstable condition as well as severely dicing up the armor plating 
of the reactor. 

Rushing forward. Shepherd attempted to give Tyranus some new cuts to 
show off, but by the time Shepherd was upon him, Dooku had whipped 
toward Shepherd with a blinding speed and delivered a force 
push . 

Spiraling backward and into the multiple mechanicals engines that 
powered the ship, he scrambled up to see Dooku sprinting down another 
hallway. However this one lead to the escape pods. 

"Shepherd! There's nothing we can do about the armor now! The engine 
is prone to Radiation leakage and the armor is about to blow in a 
good few seconds! Get out of this room right now!" 

And so he did. Sprinting at full speed, like he had never done 
before, he reached one of the more heavily armored areas of the 
ship . 

"Brace ! " 

A split moment later, the Harvest rocked as the reactor blew, 
severely damaging the engineering room while crippling the 
effectiveness of the SlipSpace Drive. 

The explosion did not last long, but it seems forever for Shepherd as 
he had used the force to warn him of any depressurization in the 
ship . 

"Status ! " 

"Slipspace Drive running at 5% efficiency. Major reactor damage and 
Several areas of the ship are struggling to keep its shields and 
systems online. However, our weapon systems are practically gone. 



without that reactor. The MAC will be severely underpowered and the 
shortage of energy fired many of the circuit boards for the point 
defense system, the missile bays, and even the security 
network . " 

"And Dooku?" 

"He's out. And with the point defense system offline, we can't pin 
him. " 

"He wouldn't run like that for a reason... Ah shit." Shepherd quickly 
rushed to the bridge. "Athena, get the shields at full power. 

Redirect all Energy to the shields and put whatever extra juice in 
the Slipspace engine and the thrusters!" 

"Got it. Expecting company?" 

"Indeed. Are our sensors online?" 

"Yes. And I don't think your going to like what in picking 


"What is it?" Shepherd felt dread rising. 

"Thirty Trade federation Capital ships on the far side of Widow." 
Shepherd paled. He could even hear the worry in Athena's synthetic 
voice . 

"Scratch my previous orders. Get thrusters in full. We need to outrun 
them . " 

"And what about Dooku?" 

"He has us boxed in. I'm betting he slung his pod toward the Trade 
federation. Even if we had our systems online, we would have to move 
toward the Trade. Plot a course to Naboo ! " 

"Thrusters won't reach full speed with our current energy 
output . " 

"Will we make it though?" 

"Out of my calculations Shepherd? No." 

"Can we get any signals too Naboo?" 

"No. Were jammed as well. And even if we did, the Naboo Defense force 
wouldn't reach us even before the Trade federation dismantled the 
Harvest for all her parts." 

"Then we have to take extreme measures." 

"Shepherd. I know what you're thinking. A Slipspace jump 
would-" 

"Would what? It would Tear us apart or at the worst we will drop off 
in a Unknown area of space. I know it's a fifty-fifty, but we are 
outnumbered thirty to one!" Shepherd yelled as the bridge doors 
opened for him. Before him, the scenic screens flickered alive to 
create a perfect copy of what would be outside the bridge if there 



was still real windows. 


"If we make the jump, in this condition, I'm not even sure what the 
effects will be. A underpowered Slipspace drive could tear a hole so 
unstable, that we would create a miniature black hole. Nobody wins 
then . " 

"At least then. Earth's legacy won't die bowing down... You know the 
saying Athena, when faced with extinction..." 

"... every alternative is preferable." Athena sighed, "Very well. 
Should I plot a Slipspace jump into the Outer Rim? To my knowledge, 
the Trade Federation doesn't operate so much out there." 

"Do it." 

A second passed. 

"It's done . " 

"How long until the drive is ready." 

"One minute. Just a few seconds before the Trade Federation has us in 
their range." 

"Then we will wait." 

For the following minute Shepherd stared out into the black of space. 
He couldn't see the Trade Federation fleet, but the sensors where 
picking them up, and if he tried hard enough, he could feel them 
through the force. 

Funny, he thought. I never thought I may die like this. Yet it senses 
it's all because of some ancient assholes that can't just understand 
when someone says no. Yet they were the ones who secured my future. 
The ones who gave me a new purpose. 

Shepherd gazed over the timer for the jump. It read 0:02. 

"But they shall not be the ones to end my vengeance." He said under 
his breath. 

Then a several Kilometer spanning hole flashed before the Harvest. 

The edges were ringed bright blues and violets but as the colors 
swirled went farther to the center, they deepened into darker colors 
and eventually into pure blackness. 

A pure darkness. 

Just like his future. Unknown. Uncertain. Unclear. 

And he embraced it . 

**End of Part II: Chapter II** 

**Sorry for the lateness on this. Life is hell as is writers block. 
However, I'm still grateful for all the favorites, follows and 
reviews you guys have given this story. I will never forget that. 

It's why I still write.** 



End 
f ile . 



